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CHAPTER  I. 


”  Thou  darest  as  well  be  hanged.” 

Henry  V. 


Having  now  time  to  breathe  and  make  a  few 
inquiries  touching  such  matters  as  interested 
me,  I  found  that  a  court-martial  had  been 
ordered  by  the  Admiral  to  try  the  unliappy 
seaman,  charged  with  murdering  my  prede¬ 
cessor,  on  board  the  sloop. 

This  had  been  done  the  day  after  her  arrival 
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in  harbour,  but  the  culprit  had  saved  the  mem¬ 
bers  of  the  court  their  sad  and  disagreeable 
office,  by  having  recourse  to  the  simple  remedy 
of  jumping  overboai’d.  Whether  he  had  gained 
the  shore,  or  the  sharks  had  gained  him,  was  not 
known.  The  commander  on  this  forthwith  applied 
for  a  court-martial  on  the  sentry,  from  whose 
charge  he  escaped.  If  rumour  was  to  be  credited, 
the  Admiral’s  reply  was,  that  the  necessary 
officers  could  not  for  such  a  purpose  be  spared, 
and  that  the  commander  would  do  himself  and 
his  ship  much  more  credit  by  fighting  with, 
than  trying  his  men.  The  commander  thought 
otherwise,  and  took  a  third  course — his  old 
and  favourite  one — that  of  flogging  them. 

On  returning  on  board  he  turned  the  hands 
up,  and  gave  the  sentry  four  dozen  and  a  half. 
During  the  last  six  lashes,  the  poor  wretch  was  in 
such  a  deplorable  state  as  to  touch  even  the 
})ity  of  the  boatswain,  and  the  latter  ventured 
to  lay  it  a  little  more  gently  on  the  back  of 
“  the  galled  jade.”  The  commander,  however, 
not  to  be  taken  in,  disrated  the  soft  offender  on 
the  spot,  cast  off  the  marine,  had  the  boatswain 
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seized  up  in  his  place,  and  applied  to  the  back 
of  the  latter  three  dozen  strokes  of  that  very  cat 
which  he  had  lately  wielded. 

So  great  was  the  feeling  produced  against  the 
commander  in  his  own  ship  by  these  acts,  that 
the  men  were  heard  calling  out  to  oneanother  on 
the  lower  deck  after  the  hammocks  had  been 
piped  down, 

“  I  say.  Jack,  do  you  know  the  neat  trick 
of  dropping  a  marlinspike 

“  No,  bo,  I  don’t,  ’  was  the  reply;  “  but  I 
think  I  must  soon  learn.” 

“  So  do ;  and  take  care,  my  hearty,  and  hit 
the  right  nail  on  the  head.” 

These  and  similar  dialogues  were  satirically 
bandied  about  for  a  couple  of  hours,  in  a  tone 
of  voice  that  no  one  could  fail  hearing,  till  the 
commander  sent  the  master-at-arms  to  com¬ 
mand  silence ;  then  one  fellow  set  ofl[‘  snoring, 
then  another — a  third — a  fourth — and  so  on, 
till  the  whole  ship’s  company  were  almost  to  a 
man  snorting  like  so  many  pigs,  and  the  noise 
grew  beyond  endurance.  The  commander  now 
wanted  to  turn  out  the  marines,  but  was  dis- 
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SLiadcd  by  the  first  lieutenant,  who,  seeing  how 
ripe  tlie  men  were  at  that  moment  for  mutiny, 
persuaded  the  object  of  their  detestation  to 
wink  at  the  want  of  order,  and  retire  to  his 
cabin  ;  this  he  did,  locking  the  door,  and  sleep¬ 
ing  with  loaded  pistols  under  his  pillow. 

On  the  next  day  the  brig  sent  her  quota  of 
men  to  the  shore,  and  two  days  afterwards  the 
commander,  being  in  front  of  his  men  during 
a  fire  of  musketry,  had  his  right  ear  nearly  cut 
in  two  by  a  ball.  Caustic,  happening  to  be  near 
at  hand  on  the  field,  dressed  his  wound.  Know¬ 
ing  his  character  from  me,  he  determined  not  to 
spare  him,  but  said,  as  he  put  in  a  suture, 

“  This  shot  was  very  well  meant.  Captain 

- .  I  think  you  were  in  front  of  your  men 

V  hen  you  got  struck,  sir 
I  was — why  ?” 

“  Because  I  was  thinking  how  fast  your  men 
are  in)proving  in  their  aim.  An  inch  or  so  more 
to  the  left,  and  it  would  have  been  right  in  the 
bull’s  eye.  A  bad  business,  sir,  that  death  of 
your  surgeon  !” 

“  What  do  you  mean,  sir  ?” 
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“  What  do  I  mean,  sir?” 

“  Yes,  sir;  what  do  you  mean?” 

“Oh!  nothing,  sir! — nothing,  of  course!” 
replied  Caustic;  “  but,”  added  he  to  me,  as  he 
told  the  story,  “  I  paid  him  off  for  his  insolence 
in  asking  the  question.” 

“  How  so,  sir?”  demanded  I. 

“  Why,  I  remembered  your  dose  of  poisons, 
and  so  just  snipped  a  wedge-like  bit  from  the 
outer  edge  of  tlie  wound,  and  then,  by  bringing 
the  parts  together,  insured  the  one  earbeing  half 
the  size  of  the  other  ;  but  then,  for  such  a  black¬ 
guard,  what  does  that  signify?  It’s  the  only  mark 
of  honour  he’ll  ever  gain  in  battle.  When  this 
little  operation  was  finished,  I  said,  ‘  There,  sir, 
you  will  now  be  like  Dionysius  in  more  ways 
than  one ;’  but,  on  my  soul,  I  might  as  well 
have  mentioned  the  great  IMogul’s  chief  dish- 
clout  washer. 

“  ‘Dionysius!’  said  he,  ‘Dionysius!  doctor? 
you’ve  a  great  many  hard  names,  I  know,  in 
Scotland  ;  but  what  part  of  the  country  does  he 
come  from  ?’ 

“  ‘  O,  sir,’  said  I,  ‘  he  was  just  one  of  our 
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town  bailies  in  Aberdeen  ;  but  one  ear  was  so 
much  longer  than  the  other,  that  the  world 
gave  him  credit  for  liaving  been  brought  up  on 
ass-milk  diet.’  ” 

“  Did  you,  indeed,  say  that  ?” 

“  Tut,  sir,  yes;  and  what,  by  gosh,  do 
you  think  was  his  return  for  such  a  compli¬ 
ment  ?” 

“  What,  sir 

“  He  had  the  impudence  to  say  my  manner 
was  disrespectful.  A  fellow,  perhaps,  whose 
father  was  a  slave-driver,  and  his  mother  a 
half-cast  storekeeper,  as  ignorant  as  the  brute 
that  perishes,  and  as  cruel  as  a  cannibal ;  and 
then  he,  and  things  such  as  he,  complain  that 
men  of  thought  and  education  do  not  pay  them 
respect.  But,  praise  be  to  the  god  of  physic 
that  gives  us  the  mastery  over  them,  if  we  will 
only  have  pluck  to  use  it !  It  is  the  abound¬ 
ing  of  such  slavish  reptiles  as  Andrew  Lindsay 
in  our  profession,  that  has  lost  for  it  part  of 
that  respect  so  much  its  due.  But  you  and  I, 
sir — we  sustain  the  dignity  of  our  art.  Physic 
and  bleed  the  rebellious  rascals  to  death’s  door  ! 
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The  grave  hides  all  our  faults.  Doctors  and 
kings  can  do  no  wrong.  The  language  of  the 
dead  is  not  yet  understood,  though  some 
very  instructive  tales  may  be  learnt  when  the 
key  of  that  pallid  cipher  is  discovei’ed.  But, 
after  all,  what  if  some  score  or  so  do  visit 
Hades  a  few  years  before  their  time  ?  We’re 
quite  convinced  it’s  a  very  comfortable  place  ; 
and  the  proof  of  our  sincerity  is  displayed  in 
our  great  generosity — sending  our  friends  there 
to  enjoy  it,  rather  than  going  ourselves.  Let 
patriots  think  of  that,  sir,  when  they  talk  of 
self-sacrifice!” 

While  we  were,  however,  thus  chatting  away, 
a  message  came  from  Captain  Howard  desir¬ 
ing  me  to  return  on  shore,  and  I  then  casually 
said  to  Caustic, 

“  I  suppose  the  captain’s  wound  was  well 
lono;  ago  ?” 

O  O 

“  Well  !  by  gosh,  I  begin  to  doubt  that  he 
ever  had  any,  or  whether  that  affair  really  was 
not  one  of  the  many  hallucinations  of  this 
world .” 
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“  Because  he’s  taking  as  much  pains  as  he 
can  to  get  another.” 

“  Nonsense  !  is  it  possible?  What  a  fellow  !” 

“  A  fellow  !  not  he,  sir.  He’s  the  king  of 
fellows,  ay,  and  good  ones  too  ;  so  may  he 
live  long  and  die  happy,  and  then,  or  I  know 
nothing  of  the  man,  his  hand^  will  be  on  his 
sword,  and  his  head  on  some  fair  shoulder. 
He  was  never  meant  for  these  degenerate  days, 
clearly.  The  last  time  his  soul  was  in  com¬ 
mission,  I  know  very  well  it  commanded,  not 
a  trumpery  frigate,  but  a  body  of  gallant 
lances  in  the  crusading  army  of  lion-hearted 
Richard.  Come,  sir,  his  gig  is  waiting  ;  get 
on  shore  to  him  with  my  love  and  duty,  and  if 
you  can,  come  back  to  dine  with  me.” 
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CHAPTER  IE 


“  I  understand  you  not;  my  griefs  are  double-  ’ 

Love's  Labour  Lost. 

When  I  entered  Captain  Howard’s  room,  he 
said,  “  I’ve  good  and  bad  news  for  you,  both  in 
one  breath.” 

“  Indeed,  sir.” 

“Yes;  in  the  first  place  the  admiral  has  pro¬ 
moted  you ;  therefore  your  surgeoncy  is  now 
secure,  and  in  the  way  of  promotion  your  luck 
has  been  that  of  one  in  a  thousand.”  He  then 
paid  me  some  little  compliment,  which  may  as 
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well  go  down  the  wind.  “  This,  then,  is  my 
good  news,”  continued  he. 

“  And  wliat,  sir,  is  the  bad  ?” 

“  That  you  are  once  more  appointed  to  the 
Infernal.” 

“  Then,  sir,  I  cannot  accept  the  vacancy.” 

“  But  you  must.” 

“  No,  sir;  I  certainly  cannot,  with  all  due  re¬ 
spect.” 

“  Nothing  of  tlie  sort,  you  must  accept  the 
vacancy  ;  and  what’s  more,  you  will,  I  am  sure, 
for  I  have  to  make  it  my  own  private  per¬ 
sonal  request  as  a  favour.” — Captain  Howard 
here  paused  and  looked  at  me. 

I  felt  ffiieved  beyond  measure ;  but  what 

O 

could  I  say  I  loved  the  noble-hearted  being 
who  preferred  this  request,  and,  after  all  his 
kindness,  I  could  not  say  “720  a  word  which, 
I  solemnly  declare,  I  have  all  through  life 
found  it  more  difficult  to  utter,  than  a  whole 
language  of  assents. 

“  Well,  then,”  continued  he,  “  you  will  ac¬ 
cept  tlie  vacancy 


THE  naval  surgeon. 


11 


“  Why,  sir,  after  the  way  in  which  yon  have 
put  it,  how  could  I  refuse  ?” 

“  To  be  sure  not,”  said  he,  laughing  ;  “  such 
a  bashful  young  man  as  yourself,  how  could 
you  refuse  promotion  ?” 

“  Why,  sir,  as  it  comes  from  no  quarter 
whence  the  wind  may  blow,  ’tis  generally  to 
a  sailor  a  most  acceptable  matter.  But  you 
little  know  the  life  to  which  it  condemns  me.” 

“  O  yes,  I  do,  perfectly.” 

“  Then,  sir,  with  your  kind  wishes  towards 
me,  how  can  you  desire  me  to  endure  it  ?’’ 

“  Why,  on  these  grounds  :  when  we  first  an¬ 
chored  and  found  the  admiral,  I  told  him  of 
the  appointment  I  had  given  to  you,  from  a 
conviction  that  I  was  conferring  a  benefit  on 
two  parties,  who  Iiad  the  first  claim  on  my 
consideration  ;  imprimis,  the  king’s  service.” 
Here  I  bowed,  and  blushed  selo7i  les  regies. 
“  Next  yourself,  whom  from  many  motives  1 
was  anxious  to  serve.  He  then  replied,  that  he 
would  bear  in  mind  my  recommendation  on  the 
earliest  moment,  but  that  he  could  not  confirm 
my  written  order  then,  as  he  had  first  to  ad- 
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vance  a  follower.  This  was  loost  kind  as 
well  as  reasonable,  and  of  course  left  me  not 
a  word  to  say.  Scarcely  had  I  quitted  his 
presence,  when,  as  he  has  since  informed  me, 
your  commander  came  to  report  himself,  and 
preferred  a  whole  string  of  complaints  against 
you,  with  a  request  fora  court-martial.  These 
at  first  he  was  afraid  he  should  be  obliged  to 
grant,  but  having  sent  some  one  on  whom  he 
could  rely  among  your  messmates,  he  found 
that  there  was  a  gold  side  to  the  shield  as  well 
as  a  silver  one,  and  tliat,  in  short,  most  of 
your  brother  officers  were  sorry  to  lose  you,  as 
you  were  the  only  one  on  board  on  whose  firm¬ 
ness  they  could  rely  to  keep  their  commander  in 
check. 

“  He  now  determined  in  his  own  mind  to 
give  you  a  ship  on  the  first  opportunity.  On 
taking  possession  of  this  island,  he  resolved  to 
establish  a  naval  hospital;  his  old  follower, 
hearing  this  from  his  secretary,  came  and 
stated  how  miserable  he  was  in  the  brig;  that 
he  had  moreover  formed  some  attachment  on 
shore,  and  that,  in  short,  the  appointment  as 
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hospital  surgeon  would  be  the  most  acceptable 
thing  in  the  world  to  him.  On  this  the  ap¬ 
pointment  was  given,  and  the  brig  being  once 
more  vacant,  he  thought  of  you.” 

“  Ill-omened  hour,  sir  !”  groaned  I. 

“  Stuff!  Listen  to  me,  Mr.  O’Donnel.  On  this 
head  many  reflections  arose.  The  story  of  his 

follower  has  convinced  him  of  Captain  E - ’s 

unfitness  for  command,  and  he  has  resolved  to 
put  you  into  the  brig  for  these  reasons.  As  a 
kindness  to  one  who  he  wishes  should  rise  in 
the  service,  he  says  it  will  do  you  good  to  learn 
subordination  to  a  superior,  even  though  a  very 
faulty  one.  For  the  sake  of  the  officers  and 
men,  he  wishes  to  put  into  the  brig  a  civilian  of 

spirit  and  honour,  that  Captain  E -  may 

feel  some  lett  to  his  vagaries  ;  while,  on  the 
other  hand,  knowing  that  the  commander  fears 
and  hates  you,  he  is  in  hopes  that  he  will  re¬ 
monstrate  on  the  ayjpointment  and  promotion 
of  one  against  whom  he  has  made  such  com¬ 
plaints.  If  he  does  this,  the  admiral’s  answer 
is  ready  cut  and  dried,  and  will,  he  assured 
me,  be  to  this  effect,  that  he  has  promoted  you 
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only  after  due  and  mature  deliberation,  and 

that  if  Captain  E -  disapproves  of  such  a 

step,  he  is  at  liberty  to  invalid  home  ;  which, 
between  you  and  me,  is  what  I  think  the  admiral 
is  most  anxious  to  bring  about, one  of  his  maxims 
being,  that  courts-martial  are  at  best  ne¬ 
cessary  evils.  When,  however,  he  sent  for  me 
to  say  that  be  had  provided  for  my  friend,  I, 
knowing  your  great  objection  to  the  brig,  felt 
myself  in  a  most  awkward  position.  He  saw 
my  embarrassment,  and  asked  what  was  the 
matter  ;  I  very  candidly  told  him  all  I  knew, 
and  out  came  the  history  I  have  given  you.  I 
then  very  gently  expressed  my  doubts  of  your 
accepting  the  promotion,  on  which  he  replied 
with  great  quickness,  ‘But  I  shall  not  allow 
myself  to  be  so  put  out  of  my  calculations. 
You  asked  me  to  provide  on  the  first  moment 
for  your  friend.  In  defiance  of  all  length  of 
service  I  have  done  so,  and  1  shall  look  to 
you  that  he  accepts  such  provision.’  Here  I 
was  of  course  obliged  to  bow,  and  say  you 
should.  As  I  expected,  you  have  done  so, 
and  I  only  hope  that  C’aptain  E -  niay,  as 
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the  admiral  thinks  likely,  invalid.  Some  nice 
fellow  will  then  be  appointed,  you,  after  all,  get 
a  very  comfortable  ship,  and  even  if  this  be 
not  the  case,  bear  up  with  it  for  a  little 
while,  and  he  may  either  so  commit  himself  as 
to  be  dismissed  his  ship  or  tlie  service,  or 
you  may  get  an  exchange  by  the  admiral’s  fa¬ 
vour  ;  or,  who  knows,  he  may  take  some  wrong 
medicine  by  mistake  some  bright  morning.” 

I  shook  my  head,  and  Captain  Howard 
added,  laughingly,  “You’re  rather  famous  in 
that  line  1  hear,  though  it  would  have  been  as 

well  to  have  known  it  before  Captain  E - told 

the  admiral  that  you  had  tried  to  poison  him.”” 

“  I  dare  say,  sir,  and  so  he  told  me  ;  but  if 
there  had  been  any  truth  in  that,  it  should  have 
no  trial.” 

“  No,  no,  my  good  fellow,  let  it  be  out  and 
out  next  time  ;  and  now  I’m  going  on  board  to 
dress  for  the  admiral’s  table,  if  you  would  like 
a  seat  in  my  gig  This  exactly  suited  me,  so 
off  we  started. 

On  our  way  down  to  the  boat,  the  captain 
entered  the  shop  of  a  watchmaker  whom  he 


16 


THE  XAVAL  SURGEON. 


had  employed  to  make  a  locket  ring.  The 
article  was  not  quite  finished,  and  we  waited 
in  the  back  parlour.  The  watchmaker  had 
been  an  armourer  on  board  an  English  ship,  a 
clever  sort  of  dack-of-all-trades,  and  having 
been  taken  prisoner  in  some  cutting-out  affair, 
while  spiking  the  guns  of  a  battery,  his  captors 
had  sent  him  to  Fort  Royal,  where  he  married 
and  settled  for  life.  While  we  were  waiting, 
a  Jack  Tar  came  into  the  shop,  and  desired 
the  watchmaker  to  repair  a  huge  chronometrical 
turnip,  which  he  pidled  from  his  fob. 

“  I’ll  attend  to  it.  Jack,”  said  the  watch¬ 
maker,  “  as  soon  as  ever  I’ve  finished  this  for 
the  gentleman  who’s  waiting.” 

“  D—  your  eyes,  how  long  are  you  going 
to  keep  me.?”  was  the  reply;  ‘‘  for  I  can  tell 
you  I  haven’t  much  time  to  spare.” 

I  looked  up,  and  there,  to  my  astonishment, 
stood  Beckett.  Surprised  to  see  him  on  shore 
from  a  ship  in  which  no  liberty  was  ever  given,  I 
would  not  speak  tohim,  for  fear  he  had  run  away  ; 
but  knowing  I  could  trust  Captain  Howard,  I 
pointed  through  the  blind,  whence  he  could 
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not  see  us,  and  told  him  there  stood  a  man 

whom  Captain  E - had  flogged  for  having 

the  misfortune  to  fall  overboard. 

“  Is  it  possible  ?”  said  Howard  ;  then  calling 
out  to  the  watchmaker,  “  Hey  there,  put  away 
my  ring  for  the  moment,  and  attend  to  that 
sailor’s  watch ;  his  time  is  more  precious  than 
mine.”  The  man  did  so. 

“  Thank  your  honour,”  cried  Beckett  in  re¬ 
turn,  without  having  the  least  idea  who  the 
party  was  that  obliged  him.  After  looking  at 
the  huge  watch  inside  and  out  for  a  few  minutes, 
the  horologer  replied,  “If  you’ll  take  my 
advice.  Jack,  you  won’t  have  this  watcli 
mended  at  all.” 

“  You  be  - ”  said  Beckett  ;  “  what  do 

you  know  about  it.^” 

“  Why,  just  this  ;  that  to  mend  this  watch 
properly  will  come  to  nearly  as  much  as  it  cost 
you  in  the  first  place.” 

“  Well,  you  lubber,  what  of  that  ?  Is  that 
any  business  of  yours,  I  should  like  to  know 

“  O  no ;  no  business  of  mine,  certainly-  : 
only  I  thought  you  might  not  like  to  go  as  far 
as  that.” 
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“  Ay,  to  be  sure  I  will ;  and  if  so  be  you’ll 
only  set  his  rigging  up  in  tiptop  style,  I  don’t 
care  if  I  even  go  so  far  as  to  give  you  twice  as 
much  as  it  cost  me.  I  likes  that  old  watch  so 
wery  much.” 

“  O  very  well,  if  that’s  the  case,  then  I’ll 
do  it.” 

“  Agreed,  my  boy  !  ’tis  a  bargain !”  said 
Beckett,  slapping  the  other  on  the  shoulder,  as 
he  walked  out  of  the  shop  ;  “  there’s  the  ticker, 
and  I  shall  call  for  it  in  a  day  or  two.  A 
week  back  I  gave  a  Frenchman,  up  at  the  fort 

there,  a - knock  on  the  head  for  it,  and  if- 

so-be  you  mend  it  well,  why.  I’ll  give  you 
hvo  /” 
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CHAPTER  III. 


“  And  she  a  fair  divided.” 

King  John. 


On  reaching  the  Epaminondas  once  more,  I 
immediately  told  Caustic  of  the  misfortune  of 
my  promotion,  at  which  he  laughed  most 
heartily.  After  dinner  w'e  went  up  to  the  cap¬ 
tain’s  cabin,  and,  lying  down  as  usual  on  the 

i 

sofas,  began  to  read. 

“  Surely,  man  alive  !”  said  he,  putting  down 
his  book,  “  there’s  nothing  so  wonderful  as  the 
strange  contradictions  and  varieties  of  the 
human  breast.  Here  is  Howard,  who  delights 
in  making  every  one  love  him,  man,  woman,  and 
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child,  ay,  and  dogs  to  boot,  and  yon  fellow  in 
that  brig  of  yours  just  the  reverse  !  Strange 
that  the  same  service  should  hold  out  such 
strong  examples  of  each  extreme.” 

“Ay,  sir,  and  still  more  strange  that  I 
should  have,  as  old  Shakspeare  hath  it,  prefer¬ 
ment  thrust  upon  me,  and  so  be  made,  whether 
I  will  or  no,  to  undergo  the  full  test  of  the 
contrast.”  ' 

“Yes,  you  have  been  very  fortunate  ;  Cap¬ 
tain  Howard  has  taken  an  extraordinary  fancy 
to  you.” 

Here  Caustic  paused  for  a  moment,  as  if 
musing  on  something,  and  then  looking  up, 
suddenly  demanded,  “  Can  you  keep  a  secret  ?” 

“  I  think  so,  sir.” 

“  Well,  then,  I’ll  tell  you  the  origin  of  this 
said  fancy;  and  droll  enough  it  is.” 

I  was  all  surprise  and  attention.  “  You’ll 
scarcely  believe  what  I  am  going  to  tell  you. 
By  gosh,  though,  it’s  a  solemn  truth  ! — our  mer¬ 
curial  captain  is,  credat  Judceiis,  over  head  and 
ears  in — ” 

“  Debt,  sir  !” 
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“  D - the  debt;  he  is  in  love.” 

“  What !  with  the  damsel  at  Barbadoes?” 

«  No.” 

“  What,  then,  is  there  some  one  here  ?” 

“  O  ves,  of  course,  with  some  one  here  too — 
But  there’s  a  third  inamorata  ;  a  really,  truly 
chaste  affection.” 

“  No  !  it’s  not  possible  !” 

“  By  gosh,  sir,  it’s  a  solemn  truth  !  and  that, 
sir.  is  her  petticoat pointing  to  the  mystic 
garment  that  hung  in  its  usual  place  directly 
opposite. 

At  this  solemn  affirmation,  made  with  all  the 
manner  and  dignity  of  a  B,oman  dipping  his 
finger  in  the  warm  entrails  of  the  sacrifice,  and 
swearing  by  his  divinity,  it  was  utterly  im¬ 
possible  for  me  to  restrain  my  laughter.  But 
this  Caustic  was  never  known  by  any  cliance  to 
have  exhibited  ;  a  sarcastic  curl  of  tlie  lip,  when 
angry,  being  the  nearest  approach  he  was  ever 
seen  to  make  to  any  risible  display.  His  audi¬ 
ence  might  be  dying  and  convulsed  around  him 
with  some  of  his  nonsense,  but  the  solemnity 
of  his  manner  nothing  could  disturb. 


2-2 


THE  NAVAI,  SURGEON. 


“  Ay,  sir,”  resumed  he,  “  that’s  the  very 
petticoat  she  wore  ;  for  which  he  gave  to  her 
soubrette  just  three  times  what  it  cost  her  mis¬ 
tress.  Fancy  a  man  giving  forty  guineas  for  a 
cast-off’  petticoat !” 

“  That’s  nothing,  sir ;  I  saw  him  give  ten 
guineas  out  of  those  very  windows  one  morning, 
one  after  another,  like  Norway  pebbles,  to  feed 
the  sharks,  because  he  happened  to  be  in  a  rage.” 

“  Ay !”  said  Caustic,  and  he  looked  sur¬ 
prised,  but  asked  me  no  further  question,  for 
however  intimate  he  might  be  with  his  friends, 
he  never  allowed  his  curiosity  to  pry  into  their 
secrets.  The  allusion  had  escaped  me,  and  I 
was  glad  to  turn  back  to  the  subject  in  hand. 

“  And  pray,  sir,”  resumed  I,  “  who  is  this 
other  lady  ?” 

“  O,  sir,  she’s  the  princess  of  them  all !  The 
others  are  but  lesser  stars,  and  she  the  magic 
moon  —  lovely  as  Helen ;  constant  as  Pene¬ 
lope  ;  ay,  and  by  gosh  she’s  a  peeress  in  her 
own  right,  too  :  and,  oh  !  mirabile  dictii,  she — 
she  has  been  the  cause  of  his  brinoinsj  zts  to 
the  West  Indies 
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“  She  the  cause,  sii'  ?  why,  how  can  that  be  ?” 

“  Ay,  you  may  well  ask  that !  She  would 
scarcely  have  imagined  it,  had  she  seen  him  at 
Barbadoes.  Man  has  a  heart ;  that  even  I 
must  admit,  because  I’ve  opened  many  bodies, 
and  in  each  have  found  a  heart  !  —  but  ’tis 
a  strange  thing  !  It  seems  this  lady  fair  is 
in  very  delicate  health,  and  threatened  with 
consumption  ;  so  her  father,  who’s  one  of  the 
wealthiest  viscounts  we  have,  has  been  per¬ 
suaded  to  bring  her  out  here  till  tlie  warm  cli¬ 
mate  enables  her  to  bid  defiance  to  the  disease. 
Howard,  it  seems,  saw  her  in  London,  and  I 
fancy,  between  you  and  me,  got  hold  of  the 
girl’s  affections.  The  father,  it  seems,  is — as  in 
such  cases  fathers  often  are — very  sillily  in¬ 
clined  to  see  his  daughter  make  what  he  calls  a 
jH’oportionate  marriage :  that  is,  be  forced  upon 
some  old  duke  or  young  and  brainless  libertine 
magnate,  whose  wealth  and  title,  being  equal  to 
her  own,  will  produce  one  of  the  richest  and  most 
unhappy  families  in  the  kingdom.  Now  How¬ 
ard,  for  a  captain  in  tlie  navy,  is  very  I’ich  ; 
he  has  five  thousand  a  year;  but  for  a  son- 
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in-law  to  my  lord  viscount,  —  nothing :  to 
pass  by  the  fact  of  his  being  a  younger  son, 
with  nephews  and  brothers  innumerable,  be¬ 
twixt  him  and  the  title.  The  viscount,  there¬ 
fore,  is  enraged  at  any  prospect  of  such  an 
alliance,  and  holds  our  gallant  commander  at 
arm’s  length.  But  Howard,  I  think,  has  the 
best  of  it :  the  lady  is  on  his  side.  And  by 
gosh,  sir,  to  a  bold  heart  that’s  a  host !  If  ever 
there  was  a  bold  heart,  Howard  has  it;  and 
take  my  word  for  it,  he’ll  have  her  yet,  if  the 
girl  has  only  the  sense  to  hold  out.  However, 
here  comes  the  droll,  ridiculous  part  of  it : 
How'ard  says  he  never  sees  you,  without  fancy¬ 
ing  that  her  brother’s  beside  him,  only  that  she 
has  no  brother ;  for  her  mother  was  like  her¬ 
self,  a  peeress  in  her  own  right,  and  had  no 
other  child,  dying  most  unfortunately  in  child¬ 
bed.  And  so.  Sir  Walking  Portrait,  you  see 
on  what  strange  chances  men’s  preferments 
hang.” 

“  Strange,  indeed  ;  and  pray  what,  may  I  ask, 
is  the  title  of  this  peerless  peeress 


“  Viscountess  Desmond.” 
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“  As  I  live,  then,  it’s  my  old  playfellow  ! 
Was  she  not  born  in  Ireland  ?  and  has  not  her 
father  immense  estates  there — one  of  them  in 

the  county  of - ?” 

“  The  same.” 

“  Ay,  and  right  well  I  know  it  ;  part  of  it 
marched  with  my  father’s  hills ;  and  there,  many 
a  happy  day,  have  Ida  and  myself  rambled 
in  joyous  freedom  with  one  far  more  beautiful, 
but  who  is  gone,  never  to  retui’n  !” 

The  recollection  of  those  hours  affected  me 
too  deeply  to  say  more.  Caustic  saw  what  was 
passing  in  my  mind,  and  endeavoured  to  pi'e- 
vent  my  dwelling  on  it. 

“  Yes,”  said  he,  “  Ida  is  the  damsel’s  name  ; 

I  could  not  recollect  it.” 

“  And  where,”  I  inquired,  “  in  the  name  of 
fortune,  is  she  staying  .P” 

“  In  the  island  of  St.  Vincent,  whither  we  go 
very  shortly.” 

“  Pray  may  I  ask,  Mr.  Caustic,  from  whom 
you  chanced  to  learn  all  these  particulars  ?” 

“A  few  very  communicative  gentlemen,  to 
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wit — one  bottle  of  dianipagne,  three  ditto  of 
claret,  and  one  Captain  Howard.  The  last 
seems  very  greatly  interested  in  your  welfare, 
so  I  thought  it  would  be  better  to  give  you 
these  few  hints  before  you  went  on  board  your 
brig,  that  you  might  bear  and  forbear  as  long 
as  possible.  Now  then  come  down  to  coffee.'’ 

On  the  following  morning  Captain  Howard 
came  on  board,  and  presented  me  with  my  war¬ 
rant  for  the  brig,  and  the  admiral’s  order  to 
join  without  delay.  Once  more  the  painful 
scene  of  leave-taking  followed,  and  that  evening 
I  was,  much  to  my  sorrow,  pacing  the  decks  of 
the  Infernal  at  sea. 

Oh  !  how  piously  I  wished  that  the  gentle¬ 
man  in  black  had  only  taken  his  own  property 
below,  before  ever  I  was  doomed  a  second  time 
to  belono-  to  her!  Unfortunately  the  com- 

O  V 

mander  had  not  thought  fit  to  invalid ;  and 
there  he  walked  within  a  few  yards  of  me,  but 
I  took  especial  care  to  have  him  on  the  oppo¬ 
site  side  of  the  deck,  for  marling-spikes,  thouglit 
I,  still  ]iosscss  the  power  of  gravitation. 
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One  of  the  first  people  I  saw  on  board  was 
Beckett. 

“  AVell,  my  good  fellow,”  said  I,  “  where’s 
your  watch  ?” 

“  Lord  love  us,  sir  !”  replied  he,  “  if  I’ve 
ever  thought  of  it  from  that  time  to  this;  and 
if  I  did,  ’twould  have  been  much  the  same,  I 
never  should  have  got  leare  to  go  for  it,  though 
’twas  a  boat-load  of  tickers,  let  alone  one. 
But  if  I  may  make  so  bold,  your  honour,  how 
may  you  have  come  to  know  anything  about 
it  ?” 

I  explained,  and  inquired,  in  my  turn,  how  he 
got  leave. 

“  Never  at  all,  sir  ;  I  bribed  the  coxswain  of 
the  boat  I  was  in,  witli  a  bottle  of  rum,  to  let 
me  step  up  into  the  town  and  have  a  cruise  for 
an  hour.” 

“  And  whence  came  the  money  for  the  rum  ?” 

“  O,  sir,  the  gentleman  I  bought  that  ere 
watch  of,  was  so  pleased  with  my  taking  it  oft' 
his  hands,  that  he  gave  me  all  the  money  he 
had  in  his  pockets  to  boot.” 

('  2 
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“  Indeed  !  that  must  have  been  a  very  agree¬ 
able  person  to  do  business  with.  I  wish  I 
could  find  any  one  who  would  pay  me  equally 
well  for  a  knock  on  the  head.’’ 

“  I.or,  your  honour  !  so  they  would,  if  you 
onlv  hit  ’em  hard  enough.” 

That  fellow,  thought  I,  walking  away,  will 
never  die  of  want  in  the  land  of  plenty. 
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“  A  wild  dedication  of  yourselves 

To  unpath’d  waters,  undream’d  shores  most  certain, 

To  miseries  enough — no  help  to  hope  you.” 

Winter’s  Tale. 


For  the  first  week  after  we  got  to  sea,  the  com¬ 
mander’s  conduct  seemed  greatly  improved  by 
the  admiral’s  lectures  ;  but  one  Sunday  morn¬ 
ing  he  turned  out  of  his  cot  on  the  wrong  side, 
as  the  sailors  said :  five  unluckv  wights  had, 
on  various  pretences,  been  “  wiped  down”  with 
their  various  dozens.  This  execrable  burst 
of  temper  continued  to  rage  with  a  furv  that 
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appeared  to  be  but  exacerbated  by  its  sup¬ 
pression,  or  I  might  leather  say  its  indulgence; 
and  were  it  not  too  kind  a  judgment  to  pass 
upon  tyranny,  I  should  consider  it  as  much  a 
disease  of  the  mind  as  madness.  But  opposed 
to  this  doctrine  comes  the  known  fact,  that  the 
former  is  dependent  on  the  will,  and  the  latter 
subversive  of  it.  However,  Monday,  Tuesday, 
and  W ednesday,  all  had  their  gangway  vic¬ 
tims.  I  had  little  or  no  opportunity  of  inter¬ 
fering,  and  my  mind  was  resigned  to  the  fact 
of  matters  soon  arriving  at  such  a  crisis  that  the 
men  would  rise  and  take  the  ship. 

On  Thursday  morning,  however,  an  hour 
after  daylight,  while  we  were  lying  becalmed, 
a  sail  was  descried  from  the  mast-head,  com¬ 
ing  down  towards  us  with  a  light  breeze.  As 
she  advanced,  she  was  made  out  to  be  a 
schooner,  and  not  answering  the  private  signal, 
we  cleared  for  action.  When  she  approached 
us,  various  conjectures  were  of  course  formed 
as  to  her  nation  and  occupation  :  some  thought 
she  was  a  slave-ship  ;  some  a  privateer ;  some 
a  ])irate  ;  one  opinion  was  as  good  as  another, 
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for  certainly  no  one  had  any  means  of  proving 
either. 

With  all  the  sail  she  could  spread,  mean¬ 
while,  down  she  steadily  came  towards  us,  until 
within  two  miles  on  our  weather-bow,  when  she 
shortened  sail,  but  still  hung  out  no  symbol  of 
any  kind,  to  say  she  was  Turk,  Jew,  or 
Christian.  There  she  lay ;  while  we,  witliout 
a  breath  of  wind,  had  to  endure  the  vexation  of 
seeing  the  catspaws  playing  all  around  her, 
yet  utterly  unable  to  approach  within  their 
influence.  While  we  thus  both  remained 
stationary,  like  two  dogs  who  long  for  a  snap  at 
each  other,  without  either  feeling  much  in¬ 
clined  to  begin,  the  commander  ordered  the 
ensign  to  be  hoisted,  and  one  of  the  chase-guns 
to  be  fired  ahead  of  the  stranger. 

This  was  done ;  but  even  while  the  ensign 
was  ascending,  there  was  not  breeze  sufficient 
to  expand  its  drooping  folds;  so  there  it  hung 
like  a  blue,  or,  at  the  distance  of  the  schooner, 
like  a  hlack  rag,  perfectly  inadequate  to  ex¬ 
press  our  nationality.  This  w'as  at  the  peak, 
and,  to  prevent  any  awkward  mistake,  another 
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was  hoisted  two-thirds  up  on  the  halyards  at 
the  mainmast,  and  its  fly  fastened  by  the  corners 
to  those  at  the  mizen,  so  as  to  spread  it  out ; 
but  no  corresponding  display  of  colours  was 
made  on  board  the  schooner. 

“  What,”  said  I,  “  this  is  not  to  be  a  second 
ship  burning  affair,  is  it  ?”  At  this  moment 
the  foretop-gallant  halyards  gave  way,  and 
down  came  the  sail  upon  the  fore-topmast  cap ; 
as  no  shot  had  been  fired,  and  from  the  calm  sea 
there  was  no  strain  upon  the  sail,  the  fact  struck 
me  as  singular  ;  but  all  and  each  of  the  foretop- 
men’s  eyes  having  been  duly  devoted  to  perdi¬ 
tion,  the  mischief  was  repaired,  and  the  sail 
set  again.  The  top-gallant  sail,  however,  had 
scarcely  fallen  from  its  place,  when  a  column 
of  smoke  arose  from  the  midships  of  the 
schooner.  Splash  after  splash  followed  as  the 
ball  bounded  toward  the  brig,  grazed  one  of 
the  muzzles  of  the  after  guns,  wounded  several 
men,  and  passing  through  the  body  of  the  first 
lieutenant,  went  out  at  the  other  side. 

The  commander  had  at  this  very  time  been 
standing  by  the  lieutenant.  I,  watching  the 
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motions  of  the  schooner,  and  not  imagining- 
hostilities  were  so  near  at  hand,  was  just  behind 
them  ;  when,  therefore,  the  poor  fellow  was 
killed,  his  blood  was  dashed  all  over  us.  On 
seeing  him  fall,  I  immediately  attempted  to 
raise  the  body,  but  it  was  idle :  the  shot  had 
passed  fairly  through  the  abdomen,  and  death 
was  the  instantaneous  result.  One  fiance  suf- 
ficed  to  convince  me  of  the  fact,  and  I  looked 
up  to  the  commander,  saying, 

“  He’.s  dead,  sir  !” 

My  superior  made  no  reply  ;  he  was 
wiping  from  his  pallid  checks  the  drops  of 
his  shipmate’s  gore,  while  his  dress  was  in 
some  places  saturated  with  it.  He  made  no 
answer  to  my  observation,  but  I  saw  his  eyes 
turn  from  my  face,  and  suddenly  wander  round 
the  decks  as  if  in  the  last  degree  of  surprise. 

Unable  to  conceive  what  might  be  the  matter, 
I  too  looked  round,  and  my  consternation  was 
beyond  all  expression,  when  I  perceived  the 
men  deserting  their  guns.  In  less  than  five 
minutes  a  few  marines,  with  one  or  two  petty 
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officers,  alone  remained  of  all  the  crew  upon 
deck. 

“  What  does  this  mean,  doctor  ?  What  does 
this  mean,  Mr.  Claridge?”  demanded  the 
captain,  turning  first  to  me  and  then  to  the 
second  lieutenant. 

I  could  have  said,  had  it  been  advisable  to 
give  utterance  to  the  naked  truth,  “  Your 
men,  tired  of  your  continued  and  infamous  op¬ 
pression,  have  now  paid  you  in  your  own  coin, 
by  leaving  you  to  the  irreparable  disgrace  and 
infamy  of  being  taken  by  a  paltry  and  con¬ 
temptible  slave-ship,  or  perhaps  even  pirate, 
just  as  the  case  might  be.” 

When  the  commander  saw  that  I  attempted 
no  sort  of  reply,  he  looked  to  Claridge,  and  as 
he  did  so,  I  never  beheld  a  more  abject  spe¬ 
cimen  of  a  human  being  than  Captain  E - 

appeared. 

Horn  to  tyrannize  over  his  fellows  while  the 
sun  of  prosperity  was  shining  upon  him,  he 
now  discovered  himself  to  be  wholly  unable 
to  bear  up  against  the  first  blast  of  im- 
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prosperous  fate — a  depth  of  baseness  in  cha¬ 
racter,  which  we  can  only  justly  estimate 
by  remembering  how  beautiful  and  noble 
a  disposition  is  made  by  its  contrast !  Claridge 
was  a  fine  young  fellow,  who,  under  better 
auspices,  would  have  done  honour  to  the  ser¬ 
vice;  but  he  had  allowed  his  wretched  superior 
to  grind  his  intellect  down  to  that  sad  pitch  of 
servitude,  which  permits  neither  freedom  of 
thought  nor  clearness  of  judgment.  In  such  a 
case,  therefore,  he  was  of  as  much  use  to  his 
commander  as  a  wet  blanket  to  a  drowning 
man. 

He  certainly  told  Captain  E - that  he 

thought  the  men  were  running  from  their  guns, 
but  as  to  any  expedient  for  bringing  them  back 
again,  or  saving  the  ship — of  that  he  was  as 
innocent  as  possible.  For  some  moments  thev 
looked  at  each  other,  then  at  the  schooner, 
which  was  now  rapidly  sweeping  down  on  us. 
One  or  two  of  the  marines,  who  had  not  at 
first  gone  below,  speedily  seeing  what  indecision 
exhibited  itself  in  the  councils  of  their  betters, 
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quietly  slipped  down  the  hatchway,  and  were 
received  with  three  cheers.  The  captain  trem¬ 
bled — took  a  step — tried  to  speak — faltered — 
looked  at  the  approaching  schooner,  then  at  the 
half  dozen  men  who  still  surrounded  him,  and 
at  last,  summoning  up  a  momentary  energy, 
ordered  the  new  boatswain  to  go  below  with  a 
rope’s  end,  and  send  the  “  rascally  cowardly 
crew  upon  deck.” 

“  Ay,  ay,  sir,”  said  the  boatswain,  moving 
towards  the  hatchway. 

“  Don’t  come  down  here,”  cried  the  crew  as 
he  advanced,  “  or  you’re  a  dead  man  !” 

The  boatswain,  hearing  this,  looked  round  at 
the  commander. 

“  Go,  sir,”  cried  the  latter,  stamping  with 
his  foot  on  the  deck. 

Tlie  boatswain  took  a  step  down  the  ladder. 

“  Fire  on  him  !  Slap  it  into  him  !  Shoot 
him  in  the  head  !  ”  cried  several  voices 
below . 

“  Shame!  shame!  Don’t  hurt  the  old  man!” 
cried  others. 
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“  Go  below,  sir!”  roared  the  commander. 

“  It  will  be  of  no  use,  Claridge,”  said  I,  un¬ 
able  longer  to  remain  silent,  “  he’ll  only  fall  to 
no  purpose  !  A  boatswain’s  rank  can  have  no 
power  in  awing  them,  and  surely  seventy  men, 
or  more,  care  nothing  for  an  old  boatswain’s 
arm  and  rope’s  end  !  If  anything  is  to  be  done, 
one  of  us  should  go.” 

Claridge  looked  at  the  commander.  The 
latter  scowled  at  me,  yet  moved  not  a  step  to¬ 
wards  the  hatchway,  but  called  still  more  velie- 
mently  to  the  boatswain  to  descend. 

“  Ay,  ay,  sir,”  cried  the  boatswain. 

“  Stay,  sir,”  said  I,  stepping  forward ;  “  let 
me  speak  to  them.” 

But  the  sounds  had  scarcely  left  my  lips  ere 
four  or  five  pistol  bullets  passed  through  the 
poor  boatswain’s  head  and  body,  and  came 
whistling  aft,  as  they  passed  me  on  the  quarter¬ 
deck. 

On  hearing  this  domestic  music,  the  com¬ 
mander  hastened  to  put  the  capstan  between 
himself  and  his  men,  leaving  Claridge  and  me 
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alone.  For  myself,  I  now  felt  placed  in  a  most 
awkward  position.  My  station  and  duty  de¬ 
manded  that  I  should  be  in  the  gun-room,  ready 
for  any  casualties  that  might  occur.  But  to 
have  gone  to  my  post  would  have  looked  so 
like  deserting  the  fallen,  that,  under  all  exist¬ 
ing  circumstances,  I  could  not  take  any  such 
step  as  to  retire  below. 

Advancing  then  to  the  body  of  the  boatswain, 
and  pointing  to  his  gray  hairs  dabbled  over  with 
gore,  I  asked  the  men  “  how  any  of  his  ship¬ 
mates  could  have  had  the  heart  to  stain  him 
wdth  his  own  blood  ?”  I  then  implored  them  to 
return  to  their  duty,  but  the  only  reply  I  re¬ 
ceived  was, 

“  It’s  too  late  now,  your  honour,  to  think  of 
that!” 

The  schooner,  pushing  lier  way  with  every 
minute,  was  now  rapidly  approaching.  As  the 
midshipmen  were  gatliered  in  a  knot  abaft,  the 
few  men  that  still  remained  faithful  were  stand¬ 
ing  near  them  and  around  the  mainmast,  while 
the  commander  himself  appeared,  to  all,  to  l)c 


I'UE  \AVAL  SURGEON. 


39 


the  most  utterly  bewildered,  despicable  thing 
that  could  be  conceived.  And  whether  he 
was  aroinj;  to  sacrifice  himself  and  vessel 
coolly,  or  what  else  he  might  intend,  we  were 
utterly  at  a  loss  to  know,  and  so  in  truth 
was  he. 

In  a  few  minutes  the  schooner  would  be 
alongside  of  us.  At  this  juncture,  the  oldest 
of  the  midshipmen,  coming  forward,  exclaimed 
to  the  men, 

“  Come,  my  lads  !  there’s  no  use  in  standing- 
idle,  while  guns,  shot,  and  powder  are  so  plen¬ 
tiful.  Tliere  are  enough  of  us,  at  any  rate,  to 
man  a  couple  of  guns,  and  though  that  may  be 
rather  small  for  the  brig’s 'broadside, ’twill  be 
given  with  good  will,  whether  or  no.” 

“  Ay,  ay,  sir  !”  cried  the  remaining  men, 
springing  with  the  greatest  alacrity  to  the  two 
midship  carronades,  the  youngsters  joining 
them  to  get  through  their  work  more  smartly. 
This  piece  of  activity  seemed  in  some  degree 
to  call  the  commander  and  Claridge  to  their 
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“  Doctor,”  said  the  former,  “  you  seem  to 
have  some  influence  with  the  seamen,  and  at 
any  rate  they  will  not  fire  upon  you.  Will  you 
once  more  go  quietly  among  them,  and  try  if 
they  will  come  back  to  their  duty  ?” 

“  I  will,  sir,”  replied  I,  “  with  very  great 
pleasure;  but,  to  do  so  with  any  effect,  I  must 
be  at  liberty  to  promise  them  a  total  oblivion 
of  what’s  happened,  and  a  milder  state  of  dis¬ 
cipline  for  the  future;”  for  I  saw  no  reason 
why  I  should  mince  matters  with  such  a  man, 
or  hesitate  to  lay  bare  the  truth. 

“  You  may  promise  it  all,  doctor,”  was  his 
reply — “  indeed  you  may.  I  swear,”  looking 
towards  his  men,  “  to  abide  by  what  you  pro¬ 
mise.” 

I  bowed,  and,  without  another  word  or  mo¬ 
ment’s  hesitation,  went  below.  I  found  the 
men  all  armed,  and  coolly  seated  on  their 
chests;  Beckett  alone  was  standing  amidst  them, 
leaniui;  on  the  armourer’s  bench. 

O 

“  I  am  sent  to  you,  my  men,  to  promise  you 
forgiveness  for  what’s  past,  ami  better  days  for 
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the  future,  provided  you  only  return  to  your 
duty,  and  fight  the  ship  properly.” 

“  Who  sent  your  honour  ?  ’  bawled  twenty 
voices. 

“  The  commander,  who  swears - ” 

“  He’s  a  liar  !”  interrupted  they  all,  as  if 
with  one  voice,  and  many  oaths;  “he  never 
swore  to  anything  yet,  that  he  meant  to 
keep.” 

“  Keep  out  of  harm’s  way,  Doctor! — Don’t 
you  interfere,  my  good  fellow !”  and  many 
other  similar  cries,  met  any  attention. 

“  All  I  ask  of  you,  my  boys,”  said  I,  ad¬ 
vancing  into  the  midst  of  them,  “  is  a  hearing. 
As  you  all  know  I  have  insisted  on  it  before 
now  with  the  captain  for  your  sakes,  I  now 
ask  it  of  you  for  his.” 

“  Hear  him  out  ! — hear  him  out  !”  cried 
several,  remembering  my  ineffectual  attempts 
to  serve  them  when  at  the  gangway. 

Something,  I  saw,  miglit  yet  be  done  with 
them;  but  just  at  this  moment  “  bang!”  went 
the  two  quarter-deck  carronades.  This  drew 
off  the  attention  of  my  auditory.  Every  word 


4-2 


THE  NAVAL  SURGEON. 


I  could  utter  was  drowned  in  the  confusion  of 
cries  —  calls  —  and  guns;  and  to  crown  this 
scene  of  confusion,  I  felt  a  violent  shock  given 
to  the  brig  fore  and  aft,  while  the  cry  of  the 
mutineers — “  There  she  is  alongside  !”  and  the 
noise  of  feet  jumping  on  the  deck,  told  me  that 
the  schooner  had  run  us  aboard  to  carry  the 
ship  by  superior  numbers. 

Oaths — cries — the  clashing  of  cutlasses,  and 
the  discharge  of  fire-arms,  now  bespoke  the 
work  that  was  going  on  above.  Vile  and  worth¬ 
less  as  I  considered  the  commander  to  be,  prin¬ 
ciple  could  only  sanction  one  line  of  conduct. 

I  liad  no  wounded  to  demand  my  care,  and  that 
being  the  case,  civilian  as  I  might  be,  I  was 
too  much  of  an  O’Donnel  to  clioose  any  other 
post  in  such  an  hour  than  that  beside  the 
flag  of  my  country. 

To  try  and  seize  a  cutlass,  and  rush  up  one  of 
the  waist  ladders,  was  my  first  impulse;  but  these 
were  already  overcrowded  by  the  crew.  I  flew 
aft,  and  there  I  found  myself  fastened  down.  I 
now  turned  forward  again,  and  scrambling  over 
the  backs  of  some  of  the  sailors,  stood  upon  the  . 
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quarter-deck.  A  dead  marine  was  the  first 
thing  on  which  I  stumbled.  His  bayonet  was 
yet  undrawn,  so,  snatching  it  from  its  sheath,  I 
advanced  to  the  capstan.  But  the  fight  was 
over,  even  the  futile  assistance  of  a  single  arm 
came  too  late.  The  little  band  that  I  had  left 
behind  me — the  faithful  few — were  all  slaugh¬ 
tered,  or  so  severely  wounded  as  to  know  little 
of  what  was  passing.  They  had  gathered  round 
the  skylight-grating,  on  which  their  despicable 
commander  had  stood,  and,  fighting  round  his 
person,  fell  in  a  little  tumulus  of  slain. 

The  captain  alone  seemed  to  have  been 
spared.  He  stood  apart,  in  the  hands  of  five 
strong,  muscular  men,  who  were  lashing  his 
hands  behind  his  back.  On  seeing  me,  he  cried 
out,  in  a  tone  of  the  most  abject  pity,  for  me 
to  interfere  and  save  his  life. 

This  appeal,  so  idle  at  such  a  moment,  at¬ 
tracted  the  attention  of  his  captors,  and  when 
the  principal  of  these  turned  round — there,  as  I 
lived  ! — stood  Donagluie  ! 

“  Infernal  villain  !”  cried  I,  making  towards 
him  with  my  bayonet,  “  you  shall  not  again 
escape  me !” 
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But  my  weapon  was,  on  the  instant,  beat  up, 
and  my  further  progress  stopped  by  Beckett, 
who,  with  another  seaman,  hugging  me  in  their 
yjowerful  grasp  with  a  strength  that  it  was  im¬ 
possible  to  overcome,  demanded  if  I  was 
mad 

“  No,”  said  I,  struggling  to  get  free ;  “  but 
I  see  among  the  crew  of  that  schooner” — some¬ 
thing  prompted  me,  as  I  uttered  this  word,  to  look 
up  at  her — and  there,  to  my  horror  and  dis¬ 
may,  floated  the  large  black  flag  of  piracy 
To  be  delivered  up  to  the  tender  mercy  of  a 
West  Indian  pirate  !  “  No,  Beckett,  you  un¬ 

grateful  hound  !  ”  I  continued  vehemently — 
“  I  am  not  mad,  though  I  see  among  the  crew 
of  that  pirate  a  scoundrel  who - ” 

“  Is  thei*e  no  friend  of  mine  to  cut  that 
youngster’s  throat cried  Donaghue,  hoarse 
with  rage,  and  drawing  forth  a  pistol,  yet  un¬ 
able  to  get  at  me  for  Beckett’s  person.  A 
dozen  arms  were,  however,  instantly  levelled 
towards  my  head  with  their  drawn  cutlasses, 
thirsting  for  more  blood ;  but  Beckett,  back¬ 
ing  me  up  against  the  bulwark,  drew  forth  his 
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own  weapon  with  the  speed  of  lightning, 
crying — 

“  Hands  off,  my  boys,  and  fair  play  !  This 
is  my  share  of  the  plunder,  and  those  who  want 
to  cut  my  prisoner’s  throat  must  take  mine  on 
the  road.  As  to  you,  old  Ropeyarn,”  turning 
to  Donaghue,  “  this  is  no  time  to  pay  off  old 
grudges.  I  owe  the  doctor  here — my  life  twice 
over,  and  I’ll  be  sent  to  old  Nick  out  and  out,  be¬ 
fore  any  harm  shall  come  to  him ;  so  let  anything 
that  is  between  you  stand  over  till  next  time.” 

“  I  don’t  want  to  touch  the  fool,  if  he’ll  only 
keep  out  of  my  way,”  said  Donaghue,  putting 
his  pistol  into  his  belt,  yet  looking  at  me  with  a 
malice  that  gave  the  lie  to  every  word. 

“  There,  doctor,”  said  Beckett,  “  you  hear 
that — now  hold  your  tongue.” 

“  Never,”  said  I ;  “  that  unhung  villain 

murdered  the  dearest  friend  I  had  on  earth, 
and  blood  for  blood  !” 

Here  Beckett  thrust  his  great  horny  hand 
over  my  mouth,  crying  out  to  some  of  his  bro¬ 
ther  mutineers — 

“  I  say,  shipmates,  we  must  gag  this  good 
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gallipot  gentleman  of  ours,  or  he  won’t  be  long 
in  this  world,  I  guess.” 

On  hearing  these  kind  intentions  I  struggled 
to  get  hold  of  a  pistol,  but  in  vain.  Beckett 
still  kept  his  hand  on  me,  and  four  or  five  fel¬ 
lows  carried  me  below.  My  hands  and  legs 
were  lashed,  and  though  not  painfully,  yet  so 
that  I  could  not  move  them  ;  while  a  handker¬ 
chief  being  tied  over  my  mouth  to  quiet  the  tor¬ 
rent  of  abuse  I  bestowed  on  all  hands,  in  this  com¬ 
fortable  condition,  and  the  most  boiling  rage,  I 
was  laid  on  what  had  so  lately  been  our  mess- 
table. 

This  cruel  kindness  having  been  thrust  upon 
me,  I  was  left  to  make  the  most  of  it,  vvhile  my 
protectors  and  persecutors  returned  upon  deck. 
They  now  assembled  round  the  capstan  to  try 
their  late  captain ;  and  a  mock  court-martial 
havins:  been  formed  of  nine  of  those  seamen 
whom  he  had  most  cruelly  punished,  including 
Beckett,  the  last-named  seaman  was  elected 
president,  and  adjourning  to  the  captain’s  cabin, 
and  wearing  his  own  cocked-hat  and  sword,  the 
maintopman  ordered  his  steward  to  produce  the 
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commander’s  wine  upon  the  table.  Around  this 
sat  the  court. 

With  many  jokes,  but  few  dissentient  voices, 

they  found  Captain  E -  gLiilty  of  cruelty 

and  cowardice — two  vices  which  generally  do, 
and  ever  ought,  to  go  together.  They  then  sen¬ 
tenced  him  to  receive  nine  dozen  at  the  gang¬ 
way  for  the  former  crime,  “  just,”  as  they 
phrased  it,  “  to  see  how  he  liked  it and  then, 
for  the  cowardice,  they  used  the  bitter  mockery 
of  saying  that  they  would  have  pardoned  him — 
for  the  articles  of  tear,  which  so  plainly 
insisted  on  the  culprit’s  death,  that  they  must 
be  obeyed, — so  he  was  to  be  hanged. 

As  to  defence,  that  never  occurred  to  their 
jurisprudence  ;  they  did  not  ask  for  a  word  of 
that— nor,  indeed,  was  any  offered. 

Their  unhappy  victim  was  like  the  ox  under 
the  knife  of  the  butcher.  The  first  heavy  blow 
had  so  stunned  him,  that,  to  all  appearance,  he 
was  luckily  insensible  to  the  sanguinary  fate  in 
store. 

The  only  part  of  these  proceedings  which 
was  debated  was  the  sentence.  Some  said  nine 
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dozen  lashes  were  too  many  ;  others  contended 
that  it  ought  to  have  been  eighteen  :  for  as  the 
members  of  this  mockery  of  justice  were  to 
divide  among  themselves,  for  their  own  grati¬ 
fication,  the  punishment  they  had  awarded,  the 
proposer  of  this  mild  retaliation  thought  there 
would  be  “  no  fun  in  giving  less  than  one  dozen 
a  piece  to  such  a  fellow.” 

By  this  time  the  court  were  all  somewhat 
inebriated,  and  one  remarked,  “  ’Twould  be  a 
pity  to  give  him  such  a  very  severe  flogging, 
for  in  that  case  he,”  the  intercessor,  “  feared 
that  the  prisoner  wouldn’t  sufficiently  feel  the 
hanging.” 

“  That,”  added  anothei’,  with  a  maudlin 
shake  of  the  head,  “  would  be  a - pity  !” 

This  argument  at  once  fixed  the  punishment 
at  four  dozen  and  a  half,  or  six  lashes  each. 
The  ill-fated  commander  was  then  to  be  hung 
from  the  yardarm. 

“  As  to  hanging,”  said  one,  “  hanging’s  by 
far  too  good  a  death  for  such  a  rascally  thief. 
Is  there  nothing  —  no  offisher  of  the  court 
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can  suggest  to  keep  him  on  the  liook  a  little 
longer?” 

At  this  question,  which  so  showed  the  terrible 
ferocity  of  a  revengeful  heart,  I  distinctly  heard 
the  prisoner  groan,  for  nothing  but  a  thin  par¬ 
tition  now  divided  us,  and  even  that  was  broken. 
With  all  his  deep,  and  almost  unpardonable 
faults,  my  heart  bled  for  him,  delivered  up  as 
he  was  to  the  unbridled  license  of  men  whom 
he  had  so  dreadfully  provoked  —  who  had 
sought  so  long  and  so  eagerly  for  his  blood — 
and  over  whose  most  refined  cruelty  not  the 
slightest  check  could  now  be  held  by  any  living 
beino;. 

o 

A  long  pause  followed  this  last  horrid 
question,  and  then  one  named  “  walking  the 
plank  !” 

“  Too  short.” 

“  Blowing  from  the  mouth  of  a  gun  ”  had 
the  same  objection. 

At  last  the  solution  of  this  question  was  un¬ 
dertaken  by  a  fellow  who  had  been  my  loblolly 
boy.  In  this  capacity  I  had  allowed  him  to 

VOL.  III.  D 
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read  one  or  two  general  works  of  science, 
though,  had  I  known  to  what  purpose  this 
knowledge  was  to  be  applied,  lie  should  never 
have  met  such  indulfience  from  me.  This  fellow 
had  been  but  lately  and  severely  flogged  for 
some  comparative  trifle,  and  the  wounds  on 
his  back  were  not  yet  well,  at  the  very  moment 
when  he  sat  judging  his  captain — a  fact  that 
should  be  taken  into  account  when  reading  the 
proposal  which  he  made ;  namely,  that  “  the 
skipper  there  is  quite  good  enough  for  hang¬ 
ing,  gentlemen,  if  you  will  only  do  it  the  right 
way.” 

“  How’s  that.?”  demanded  the  president. 

“  Why  not  by  the  neck  in  course,”  replied 
the  loblolly  man,  “  that  would  be  soon  over ; 
but  if  so  be  you’ll  only  take  the  trouble  to  tuck 
him  up  by  the  feet,  you’ll  have  an  opportunity 
of  asking  him  how  he  likes  it,  or,  for  the  matter 
of  that,  the  flogging  and  the  hanging  might 
then  go  on  together.” 

This  horrible  ingenuity  in  torture  was  re¬ 
ceived  with  a  shout  of  applause;  but  the  union 
of  the  two  was  rejected,  the  ultimate  decision 
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being,  that  the  commander  should  first  receive 
his  punishment  at  the  gangway,  and  then  be 
suspended  by  the  feet  from  tlie  fore-vardarm, 
hung  only,  however,  by  his  favourite  instru 
ment  of  torture — the  cat-o’-nine  tails — so  that 
if  this  proved  too  weak  to  keep  him  up,  his 
release  by  drowning  would  be  instantaneous. 

On  hearing  this  most  cruel  sentence,  I  strove 
very  hard  to  utter  some  sort  of  intercession.  A 
low  moaning  sound  was  all  I  could  express, 
however,  and  this  no  one  noticed.  No  sooner, 
therefore,  was  the  sentence  known,  than  it  was 
received  with  three  cheers,  the  members  of  the 
court  drank  success  to  the  commander’s  last 
v(jyage,  and  repaired  to  the  quarter-deck  to 
execute  their  revenge. 

As  I  lay  bound  and  helpless  on  the  gun¬ 
room  table,  I  reflected  to  how  sad  a  state  huma¬ 
nity  could  be  brought  by  o])prcssion,  and  liow 
elevated  by  gratitude ;  when  one  and  the  self¬ 
same  man — Beckett — could  risk  his  life  to  save 
mine,  for  no  very  great  benefit  beyond  mere 
humanity,  yet  be  willing  and  happy  in  presid¬ 
ing  at  a  condemnation  so  outrageous  and  cruel 
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as  that  pronounced  on  Captain  E - !  This 

ill-fated  officer  having  been  tied  up  at  his  own 
gangway,  his  judges  drew  lots  who  should  first 
turn  executioner.  The  lot  fell  upon  the  lob¬ 
lolly-boy — no  boy  at  least  in  his  person — and 
the  remorseless  strength  with  which  he  struck 
his  old  persecutor  brought  forth  screams  that 
seemed  to  pierce  through  my  very  heart.  But 
to  help  the  sufferer  was  entirely  out  of  the  ques¬ 
tion  for  one  unable  to  help  himself. 

To  the  men  themselves,  the  unceasing  cries 
made  for  mercy  wore  equally  vain,  though 
from  a  far  different  reason.  Suddenly  they 
died  away.  I  expected  this — he  had  fainted  ! 
With  what  dreadful  anguish  must  he  have  re¬ 
called  the  day  when  his  will  bestowed  the  same 
fate  upon  Beckett  for — falling  overboard  ! 

The  loblolly-man  here  came  running  down 
for  the  hartshorn  and  water.  I  heard  distinctly 
the  pause  caused  by  his  revival — a  word  of 
command  was  given — the  screeches  and  cries 
were  renewed,  but  in  a  fainter  voice.  The 
punishment  had  commenced  again.  Nature 
might  well  be  exhausted.  Of  an  ailing  habit 
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anti  weak  frame,  his  strength  was  unequal  to 
such  a  severe  retribution. 

Cries  sank  into  groans — groans  into  silence — 
and,  I  concluded,  a  state  of  syncope,  which 
would  necessarily  render  him  insensible  to  the 
lash,  that  I  could  still  hear  falling. 

“  Now,”  thought  1,  “  if  a  sail  should  sud¬ 
denly  heave  in  sight,  and  this  man,  being  res¬ 
cued,  should  get  restored  to  the  service,  what 
will  be  his  conduct  in  future  to  his  men  ? 
Far  different  no  doubt  !  Though  in  all  pro¬ 
bability  he  would  never  trust  himself  on  board 
a  ship  again.”  This  question  was,  however, 
never  fated  to  be  tried. 

The  commander  was  taken  from  the  grating — 
Iris  feet  lashed  together.  To  this  lashing  were 
knotted  the  cats  that  had  been  used  to  flog 
him,  and  the  whole  to  a  gantline,  which  the 
men  had  already  taken  the  precaution  to  run 
through  a  block  at  the  fore-yardarm.  He  was 
then  stretched  at  his  length  on  the  forecastle 
bulwark,  where,  as  I  was  afterwards  told,  he 
lay  as  motionless  as  a  log  of  wood. 

The  gantline  being  passed  aft,  and  manned 
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by  the  crew,  one  of  the  forecastle  guns  was 
fired  as  a  signal ;  and  to  the  tune  of  “  Nancy 
Dawson,”  played  by  his  own  fifer,  the  com¬ 
mander  was  run  up  to  the  fore-yardarm  of  that 
brig,  the  command  of  which  he  had  so  long 
abused. 

From  the  description  given  me  by  one  of  the 
men,  the  culprit,  whose  arms  were  at  liberty, 
tossed  them  fearfully  in  the  air,  trying  to  catch 
hold  of  the  lashing  which  bound  his  feet ;  but 
it  was  in  vain :  such  an  act  would  have  been 
one  of  the  greatest  difficulty  to  a  man  in  pos¬ 
session  of  full  strength  and  spirits  ;  never,  how¬ 
ever,  being  very  nimble,  and  now  reduced  to 
the  last  verge  of  life,  the  thing  to  Captain 
E - was  impossible. 

Every  succeeding  effort  became  each  moment 
the  more  ineffectual,  and  only  served  to  excite 
the  rude  and  drunken  mirth  of  the  crew,  who 
watched  their  impotency  with  a  savage  delight, 
till,  motion  almost  entirely  ceasing,  nothing  could 
be  observed  of  life,  but  every  now  and  then 
a  convulsive  trembling  which  passed  over  the 
whole  frame,  and  the  involuntary  twitching  of 
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the  features  which  suffusion  of  the  blood  had 
purpled,  but  which  was  soon  again  to  fade  into 
the  pallor  of  the  dead. 

These  proceedings  having  terminated,  the 
pirates  next  proceeded  to  distribute  the  plunder 
found  in  the  brig,  and  to  make  other  arrange¬ 
ments  necessary  to  their  plans.  In  pursuance 
of  these,  I  was,  towards  evening,  carried  up  on 
deck,  lowered  into  a  boat,  and  conveyed  on 
board  the  schooner  which  had  boarded  us.  As 
they  rowed  me  along,  my  eyes  fell  on  the  body 
of  the  commander,  hanging  at  its  full  length  in 
the  air,  the  arms  drooping  down  with  all  the 
listless  helplessness  of  death. 

The  brig  was  about  to  make  sail,  in  order 
to  separate  from  the  schooner,  and  it  was 
judged  time  to  cut  the  body  down.  Instead, 
however,  of  doing  this,  they  took  a  quantity  of 
muskets,  and  everv  man  who  wished  to  exer- 
cise  bis  power  as  a  marksman,  discharged  his 
shot  at  the  lashing  of  the  commander’s  feet,  or 
the  various  lanyards  that  upheld  them.  Hit  by 
bit  these  were  at  last  shot  away — many  of  the 
balls  of  course  perforating  the  legs  and  boflv 
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of  the  wretched  officer,  till  at  last  the  sole  re¬ 
maining  lanyards  having  either  been  cut  or  be¬ 
come  too  weak  to  support  the  pendent  weight, 
the  body  fell  with  a  sullen  plunge  into  the 
waves  below. 

Before  it  could  possibly  have  sunk  more  than 
ten  feet  below  the  surface,  a  shoal  of  voracious 
sharks,  who  had  already  been  banqueted  on  the 
victims  of  the  first  short  struggle,  now  rushed 
eagerly  at  the  descending  body,  and  tore  it 
limb  from  limb  ! — Such  was  the  end  of  a  true 
tyrant.  Cruel,  horrible,  odious,  disgusting  as 
it  was,  I  have  often  since  reflected  with  wonder 
that  it  did  not  cause  the  rising  of  a  single  tear 
to  my  eyes,  that  cannot  even  witness  the  mimic 
griefs  of  the  stage  without  being  unmanned  by 
them  ! 
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CHAPTER  V. 


“  Theirs  was  the  lawless  life  of  licensed  ease, 

Nature  their  lord,  whose  every  smile  could  please.” 

Snooks. 

As  soon  as  I  had  been  fairly  placed  on  the 
deck  of  the  schooner,  my  hands  and  feet  were 
set  at  liberty,  and  the  handkerchief  taken  from 
over  my  mouth.  Beckett  stood  by,  and  in  a 
confused  manner  apologized  for  the  rude  means 
he  had  been  obliged  to  adopt  for  the  preserva¬ 
tion  of  my  life.  They  had  been  rude  indeed. 
But  under  every  circumstance  /  had,  perhaps, 
no  individual  right  to  be  angry  with  one  who 
had  rescued  me  from  deliberate  slaughter;  yet 
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Still  the  rage  that  possessed  my  heart  at  having 
Kathleen’s  murderer  once  more  obscured  in  mys¬ 
tery,  at  the  very  moment  when  the  opportunity 
seemed  to  have  arrived  for  clearing  that  mys¬ 
tery  up,  left  me  not  a  word  to  reply  to  him. 

With  feelings,  whose  tumultuous  nature  I 
felt  myself  inadequate  to  subdue,  I  walked  in 
silence  to  the  taffrail  of  the  schooner,  and  be¬ 
held  the  Infernal  stand  away  under  a  crowd  of 
sail — bearing  from  me  one  whom  I  seemed  ever 
destined  to  meet  amid  scenes  of  the  most  ag¬ 
gravated  horror,  and  yet  never  able  to  bring  to 
his  richly-deserved  account. 

While  I  was  yet  sorrowfully  musing  on  the 
fate  of  which  I  was  thus  the  sport,  and  watch¬ 
ing  the  sails  of  the  departing  brig  fade  into  the 
distance,  some  one  touched  my  elbow.  I  turned 
round,  and  there  stood  my  servant  boy,  who 
had  been  accustomed  to  attend  me  on  board  the 
brig. 

“  Dinner’s  ready  for  you  in  your  cabin,  sir,” 
said  he ;  and  showing  me  below  to  a  most  con¬ 
venient  berth,  I  there  found  everything  ar¬ 
ranged  far  more  comfortably  than  would  have 
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been  the  case  in  the  gun-room  of  the  Infernal, 
had  I  remained  on  board  her. 

This  attention  confounded  me — a  new  train 
of  fears  arose  in  my  mind.  With  all  Beckett’s 
gratitude,  he  did  not,  I  hope,  imagine  that  I 
was  going  to  enlist  as  his  surgeon.  Mechani¬ 
cally  1  took  a  seat,  but  the  melancholy  thoughts 
of  my  late  shipmates  intruded  too  much  upon  my 
mind  to  allow  of  anything  but  sickness  and  dis¬ 
gust.  Scarcely  had  the  boy  taken  the  things  from 
the  table,  when  down  came  Beckett  himself,  to 
hope  I  hat!  received  proper  attention.  I  of 
course  thanked  him,  as  far  as  I  was  concerned, 
but  expressed  the  deep  horror  I  felt  at  the  late 
scenes,  and  my  earnest  wish,  that  if  his  grati¬ 
tude  was  anything  more  than  mere  profession, 
he  would  take  the  first  opportunity  of  freeing 
me  from  a  life  so  hateful.  To  this  he  replied, 
“  That  if  I  would  give  a  solemn  promise  never 
to  appear  as  evidence  against  him,  or  the  crew 
of  the  Infernal,  he  would  comply  with  my  re- 
(juest.” 

“  As  to  that,  Beckett,  I  must  do  my  duty  us 
a  gentleman  and  an  officer,  in  however  trying  a 
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situation  I  may  be  placed,”  said  I ;  “  and  all  I 
can  promise  is,  that  I  will  shun  such  an  inquiry 
to  the  last  degree.” 

“  Well,  sir,”  replied  Beckett,  “  I  won’t  be 
hard  upon  you.  What’s  passed  has  no  doubt 
been  trying  enough  to  your  feelings.  If  there’s 
any  man  I  can  trust,  it  is  you.  I’ve  no  doubt 
we  must  swing  for  tins  pretty  day’s  work  at 
some  time  or  another ;  and  if  so  be  that’s  to 
be  the  case,  I’m  not  the  lad  to  go  fighting  about 
the  bush  to  get  out  of  the  way  of  it.  Only 
your  honour  must  know  that  hanging  is  a 
pleasant  sort  of  skylarking  compared  to  the 
life  we  led  in  that  brig — so  I  thought  I  might 
as  well  sell  her  and  the  blackguard  that  com¬ 
manded,  and  have  one  jolly  cruise  before  I  was 
tucked  up  as  not.  I  couldn’t  have  stood  that 
skipper  of  ours  much  longer;  and  if  I’d  only 
raised  a  finger  at  him,  you  know ’t would  have 
ended  at  the  yardarm,  and  even  now  ’tis  no 
worse.” 

Tliis  homely  and  undisguised  argument,  coni¬ 
ine:  from  one  in  whom  relie;ion  had  infixed  no 
jirinciple  of  right  and  wrong  by  which  to  direct 
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his  conduct,  when  the  delusive  guides  of  pas¬ 
sion  and  self-interest  assailed  him,  spoke  more, 
to  my  mind,  of  the  bad  system  of  the  English 
naval  discipline,  than  could  a  volume  of  the 
most  subtle  logic.  The  assertion  of  having 
made  up  his  mind  to  “  sell  the  brig”  awakened 
my  surprise ;  and,  on  questioning  him,  it  ap¬ 
peared  that  Donaghue,  having  heard  of  the  dis¬ 
contented  state  of  the  Infernal’s  crew,  had  found 
opportunities,  during  the  siege  at  Martinique, 
to  tamper  with  the  most  influential  and  vio¬ 
lent  of  her  men  —  Beckett  among  the  rest — 
until,  by  pointing  to  them  the  joys  of  a  life  of 
unbridled  license,  and  promising  to  glut  their 
revenge  upon  their  late  tyrant,  they  had  agreed 
to  deliver  her  up  on  the  first  opportunity  of 
her  being  at  sea. 

In  pursuance  of  this  plan,  the  foretop-gal- 
lantsail  halyards  had  been  cut  as  a  signal  on  the 
part  of  the  mutineers,  and  the  gun  instantly 
fired  by  the  schooner  was  its  acknowledgment. 
Both  parties  then  knew  each  other,  and  the 
schooner,  confident  of  her  prey,  bore  down  on 
the  brig  in  the  way  which  I  have  already  dc- 
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scribed,  and  which  so  surprised  me  at  the  time, 
though  the  manoeuvre  was  rendered  infinitely 
more  easy  than  it  might  otherwise  have  been, 
by  the  accidental  state  of  the  weather. 

The  conduct  to  be  pursued  by  these  con¬ 
federates  was  this — all  plunder  was  to  be  shared, 
a  system  of  telegraph  established  between  them, 
and  each  vessel  to  have  its  separate  rendezvous 
head-quarters,  and  cruising  ground.  The 
schooner  was  to  keep  up  the  character  of  a 
French  privateer,  and  the  brig  that  of  an  Eng¬ 
lish  man-of-war,  which  woidd  enable  tliem  to 
play  off  various  stratagems — such,  for  instance, 
as  in  coming  up  with  a  convoy,  the  schooner 
was  to  make  an  attack— the  brig  feign  coming 
to  their  relief,  and  both  plunder  them  to  the 
last  degree. 

Nothing,  tlierefore,  could  have  answered 
their  purpose  half  so  well  as  what  had  hap¬ 
pened,  and  tlie  destruction  that  might  ensue  to 
life  and  commerce,  before  the  cheat  was  found 
out,  was,  I  saw,  very  great.  At  jirescnt  I  was 
told  tlie  schooner  had  been  out  so  lonjj  as  to 
have  exhausted  nearly  all  her  stores,  and  was 
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then  on  the  way  to  head-quarters  to  refit. 
Beckett  next  informed  me  that  we  should  be 
there  a  month,  amid  the  most  exquisite  scenery 
it  was  possible  to  imagine;  but  that  he  could 
not  venture  to  give  me  my  liberty,  unless  I 
would  take  it  on  solemn  parole  of  not  asking 
the  name  of  the  island,  or  indeed  any  other 
question  that  might  place  in  my  power  more  in¬ 
formation  respecting  their  movements. 

In  doing  this  I  saw  no  precise  harm,  and 
yet  I  felt  unwilling  to  take  such  a  step. 
Beckett  saw  my  hesitation,  and  said  that  unless 
1  would  do  so,  he  could  not  undertake  to  answer 
for  my  life  among  a  set  of  men  who  were 
constantly  given  to  spilling  the  blood  of  one 
another,  and  who  valued  that  of  a  prisoner  as 
much  as  that  of  a  dog.  This  altered  the  case 
in  totOt  and  perfectly  justified  me  in  giving 
the  pledge  required.  Bringing  my  philosophy 
to  bear  whatever  might  be  in  store,  I  felt 
thankful  that  1  had,  in  the  strict  dischari£e 
of  my  duty,  so  firmly  attached  to  my  wel¬ 
fare  this  humble,  though,  alas !  most  erring 
friend. 
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His  attention  to  my  personal  wants  had  even 
gone  so  far  as  to  get  conveyed  on  board  the 
schooner  the  whole  contents  of  my  cabin.  The 
thankfulness  which  I  felt,  when  I  once  more 
beheld  my  books,  is  not  to  be  described.  Tak¬ 
ing:  refuge  in  these  old  friends,  1  made  shift  to 
beguile  away  the  time,  till  Beckett,  one  morn¬ 
ing,  sent  down  word  that  we  were  entering 
harbour :  this  was  at  the  hour  of  five ;  I 
dressed  in  haste,  and,  going  on  deck,  beheld  the 
loveliest  sight  I  ever  saw. 

Nothing  could  be  more  perfectly  beautiful 
than  the  weather  of  that  morning ;  not  the 
shadow  of  the  slightest  fleece  was  to  be  seen  in 
the  heavens  to  obscure  the  rays  of  the  rising 
sun,  as  its  early  beams  gilded  the  pale  blue 
vault,  or  threaten  a  conclusion  to  the  day  less 
fair  than  its  commencement.  The  schooner 
was  advancing  to  its  port  under  a  light  but 
steady  breeze,  that  scarcely  ruffled  the  liquid 
world  of  sapphire  beneath  us. 

The  eye  seemed  to  pierce  down  its  un¬ 
fathomed  depth  with  unobstructed  ease ;  and  as 
the  sharp  edge  of  the  vessel  cut  through  its 
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clear  volume,  and  caused  a  number  of  light 
ripples  to  form  before  and  welcome  her  ad¬ 
vance  ;  the  edges  of  these  crisped  into  foam 
like  so  much  crystal,  and  conveyed  to  the 
mind  a  feeling  of  freshness  and  delight,  that 
contrasted  painfully  with  the  scenes  of  blood 
and  violence  I  had  witnessed  so  brief  a  time 
before. 

While  this  was  the  scene  at  sea,  that  on 
shore  was  not  less  attractive  and  imposing. 
The  land  which  we  were  approaching  was  high, 
and  covered  with  that  delightful  verdure 
which  so  distinctly  marks  the  features  of  tx'o- 
pical  landscapes.  Some  of  the  hills  were  fea¬ 
thered  with  palm  trees  to  their  very  summits, 
while  here  and  there  the  yellow  and  purple 
clilF  gleamed  forth  to  be  again  covered  in  wood, 
which,  nestling  in  its  shady  nooks,  caught  the 
deep  blues  of  the  ocean  and  the  sky. 

In  vain  did  I  look  for  the  harbour  to  which 
the  schooner  was  steering.  Gigantic  precipices 
alone  seemed  ^o  surround  this  heavenly  shore, 
and  to  guard  its  entrance  from  all  mortal  intru¬ 
sion.  At  last  I  descried  just  ahead,  in  the 
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steepest  part  of  the  cliff,  something  which 
looked  like  a  long  cleft,  or  vast  fissure  in  the 
rock,  but  I  could  scarcely  make  up  my  mind 
to  believe  that  any  entrance  could  exist  for  a 
vessel  there.  I  looked  along  the  shore  to  see 
if  there  were  any  breakers ;  but  no — the  water 
swept  proudly  up  to  the  very  base  of  its  beetling- 
cliffs,  and  there  fell  with  a  swelling  but  gentle 
music,  like  the  song  of  a  contented  mind. 

Altogether  it  appeared  just  such  a  fairy 
land  as  youth  and  love  combine  to  paint  to 
their  own  desiring  vision,  when,  filled  with 
images  of  beauty  and  affection,  they  dream  of 
happiness  never  to  be  I'ealised. 

My  first  impulse  was  to  send  down  my  ser¬ 
vant  to  my  cabin  to  bring  up  my  sketch-book, 
that  I  might  put  down  some  remembrance  of 
so  perfect  a  spot ;  but  I  remembered  that  my 
motives  might  be  misconstrued  ;  so  I  neither 
asked  a  question  nor  drew  a  line,  but  con¬ 
tented  myself  with  looking  on,  half  expecting 
that  some  rude  and  sudden  movement  would 
sweep  the  whole  spot  away,  as  we  have  frc' 
quently  seen  the  fairy  frost-work  of  our  sleep 
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depart  at  the  summons  of  the  most  common¬ 
place  noise  in  life. 

This,  however,  was  a  reality,  and,  instead  of 
fading  away,  it  every  moment  grew  more  dis¬ 
tinct  and  near ;  while  presently  I  beheld  the 
dorsal  fin  of  the  shark  slowly  cruising  round, 
and  bearing  dark  testimony,  that  if  a  paradise 
were  before  me,  it  was  one  of  earth  —  that 
the  voracious  monsters  of  the  deep  forbad  the 
delicious  bath  in  its  clear  waters  —  that  ser¬ 
pents,  scorpions,  and  mosquitoes  alloyed  the 
beauty  of  its  bowers  ;  while,  strongest  proof 
of  all,  a  nest  of  pirates,  men  of  blood  and  vio¬ 
lence,  had  chosen  it  as  their  home,  and  perhaps 
in  no  place  on  earth  could  I  point  out  more  of 
the  vile  and  odious  in  human  nature  than  was 
to  be  found  before  me. 

We  had  now  arrived  within  a  few  ships’ 
length  of  the  stupendous  rocks;  but  that  which 
had  before  seemed  a  mere  cleft  was  become  a  deep 
clear  opening  of  fifty  yards  across,  the  abrupt 
cliffs  rising  on  each  side  like  a  wall,  and  far 
overtopping  the  lofty  masts  of  our  schooner. 
Just  before  we  entered  this  narrow  and  certainly 
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most  beautiful  strait,  I  saw  protruding  from 
among  the  underwood  and  strong  clambering 
cane-brake  that  covered  either  of  these  moun¬ 
tainous  portals,  sundry  ominous  muzzles  of 
ships’  guns,  which  the  ingenuity  of  the  pirates 
had  hoisted  up  to  their  present  inaccessible 
posts,  and  then  pointing  them  down  on  the 
water  in  almost  every  conceivable  angle,  had 
hung  there  in  chains  and  ropes,  to  be  ready  for 
the  defence  of  their  retreat  in  case  of  any  emer¬ 
gency. 

Not  indeed  that  this  was  ever  very  likely 
to  arise  ;  for  though  I  had  seen  the  approach, 
T  am  confident  I  might  have  gone  round  the 
island  for  ever,  if  unassisted  by  anything  but 
the  eye,  and  yet  not  have  been  able  to  detect 
the  spot  again ;  while,  determined,  since  I  had 
given  the  letter,  not  to  violate  the  spirit  of  my 
promise,  I  had  resolutely  abstained  from  taking 
any  landmarks  or  bearings.  Just  as  we  were 
passing  between  the  two  threatening  portals 
I  have  described,  a  seaman’s  voice  was  suddenly 
heard  hailing  us  with — 

“  What  luck,  my  hearties  ?” 
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“  The  best  of  luck,  and  plenty  of  it,”  re¬ 
plied  one  of  Beckett’s  mates.  I  triedjo  detect 
the  hailer,  and  looked  first  on  one  side  and  then 
on  the  other,  in  vain  ;  till,  watching  the  direc¬ 
tion  of  the  second  speaker’s  eye,  I  at  length 
descried  an  old  man  seated  on  a  pinnacle  of 
rock  some  distance  above  the  masts  of  the 
schooner,  and  so  far  beyond  me  that  he  ap¬ 
peared  a  mere  pigmy,  though  in  reality  a  tall 
gaunt  fellow  of  more  than  six  feet  high. 

After  we  had  proceeded  about  a  hundred 
and  fifty  yards,  the  narrow  inlet  opened  upon 
a  spacious  bay,  more  like  the  creation  of  a 
painter’s  pencil  than  anything  else.  At  the 
end  of  this  large  harbour  perched  a  high  rock, 
with  the  same  view  to  security  and  self-defence 
which  the  entrance  had  exhibited.  I  perceived 
an  assemblage  of  rude  huts,  from  which  came 
pouring  down  to  the  beach  a  number  of  wo¬ 
men,  most  of  them  bearing  children  in  their 
arms.  These  all  crowded  into  a  lar^e  old 
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barge,  and  while  the  schooner  dropped  her 
anchor,  they  pushed  off  and  rowed  on  board. 

The  generality  of  these  women,  the  sailors’ 
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wives,  were  dark,  but  many,  on  the  other  hand, 
were  fair,  and  some  might  even  have  been 
termed  lady-like.  They  had  been  captured  in 
various  prize-ships,  some  in  slave,  other  in 
merchantmen  and  ships  of  passage,  and  some 
even  carried  off’  the  coasts  where  their  varied 
charms  happened  to  attract  the  fancies  of  the 
lawless  men,  who,  Sabine-like,  had  made  them 
their  own.  One  or  two  I  afterwards  dis¬ 
covered  to  possess  the  rank  of  the  middling 
classes  in  England,  and  many  of  the  accom¬ 
plishments  with  which  girls  of  this  degree  are 
educated  previous  to  being  sent  out  to  the 
West  Indies  to  their  fathers,  relations,  or,  as 
tliey  might  have  thought,  future  husbands. 
Captured  on  the  voyage,  and  carried  off  to 
this  beautiful  but  lonely  and  savage  spot, 
their  lives  had,  no  doubt,  been  at  first  as 
deeply  miserable  as  any  that,  by  the  inscrutable 
permission  of  Heaven,  can  visit  the  human 
race. 

Forced,  however,  to  a  submission  that  had 
no  choice,  each  became  allotted  to  some  con¬ 
queror,  as  in  the  iron  days  of  Homer,  and 
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the  first  feelings  that  tended  to  restore  them  to 
the  sufferance  of  life  were  those  of  a  mother. 
For  the  sake  of  their  children,  tliey  learnt  that 
hard  philosophy,  whose  lessons  had  been  too 
difficult  for  themselves  alone  — the  resignation 
of  our  hearts  to  the  evils  that  are  neither  to  be 
avoided  nor  overcome,  and  the  humble  but 
unceasintT  endeavour  to  distil  whatever  wood  is 
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mixed  up  with  the  ills  constantly  imposed 
upon  us. 

Of  females  placed  in  this  singular  position  I 
found  no  less  than  five,  two  French  and  three 
English  ;  and  strangely  did  many  of  the  luxu¬ 
ries  and  refinements  of  Europe  appear  to  my 
eye  in  that  secluded  corner  of  the  world.  Two 
of  the  ships  in  which  these  had  been  captured, 
had  on  board  pianos.  These  had  been  pre¬ 
served  for  them,  and  brought  up  to  this  little 
wilderness,  while  the  constant  leisure  afforded  by 
the  fact  of  their  husbands  having  to  cruise  at 
sea,  induced  them  to  cultivate  what  talents  tliey 
possessed  for  music  to  the  utmost. 

The  schooner  had  no  sooner  dropped  her 
anchor  and  furled  her  sails,  than  this  bevy  and 
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boat-load  of  wives  came  on  board ;  and  I  could 
scarcely  believe  that  men,  whom  but  a  few 
days  since  I  had  seen  revelling  in  murder  and 
in  blood,  could  nurse  in  their  hearts’  cores 
those  tender  emotions  of  love  and  affection 
which  I  saw  them  display.  For  myself,  so  un¬ 
expected,  indeed  so  inconceivable,  did  the  exist¬ 
ence  of  such  a  place  and  people  seem,  that  I 
was  lost  in  a  perfect  trance  of  bewilderment 
and  surprise. 

All  hands  immediately  repaired  on  shore  to 
breakfast ;  and  Beckett,  with  as  much  respect 
as  if  I  had  been  still  under  the  king’s  pendant, 
asked  me  to  accompany  them :  this  I  did. 
Before  going,  however,  one  little  scene  occurred 
on  board,  relative  to  tlie  lately  made  widow  of 
the  former  mate  of  the  schooner:  he  had  been 
killed  in  the  late  action  with  the  brig,  and  on 
his  wife  repairing  on  board  to  see  him, 
Beckett  had  to  break  to  her  the  intelligence  of 
his  deatli.  She  was  an  English  girl,  and  cer¬ 
tainly  very  pretty ;  but,  having  only  been  a 
year  on  the  island,  could  not  be  supposed  to 
be  very  violently  attached  to  a  man  whose 
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introduction  had  taken  place  to  her  under 
scenes  of  the  greatest  horror. 

As  she  stood  listening  with  a  grave  coun¬ 
tenance  to  the  certainly  very  artless  attempts 
of  ]\Ir.  Beckett  to  console  her,  I  thought  I 
heard  the  latter  mention  my  name ;  he  cer¬ 
tainly  looked  towards  me,  and  I,  ignorant  of 
what  had  happened,  supposed  that  she  might 
be  in  ill  health,  and  that  Beckett  was  recom- 
mendino;  me  as  her  “  medical  attendant.”  No- 
thing,  however,  being  said  to  me  on  the  subject, 
I  of  course  took  no  notice  of  it,  but  descended 
to  the  boat  waiting  alongside,  and  was  con¬ 
veyed  to  the  shore. 

The  newly-made  widow  was  placed  next  me 
as  we  rowed  along.  I  thought  I  observed  her 
face  to  be  wanting  in  the  expression  of  gladness 
that  irradiated  most  of  the  others  ;  as  soon  as  we 
landed,  therefore,  I  inquired  of  Beckett  the 
reason 

This  he  immediately  explained,  and  added, 
that  as  her  late  husband  had  made  her  house 
one  of  the  best  in  this  |)lace,  and  as  I  should 
want  the  accommodation  of  some  rooms,  he  had 
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spoken  to  her  on  my  behalf,  in  regard  to  that 
part  of  her  cabin  which  she  did  not  herself  re¬ 
quire. 

Thanking  him  for  what  appeared  at  the 
moment  no  more  than  ordinary  civility,  he  and  I 
walked  with  the  fair  disconsolate  to  her  house, 
and  I  was  installed  in  two  small,  but,  all  things 
considered,  two  most  comfortable  rooms.  This 
over,  we  repaired  to  a  large  rude  building 
termed  the  mess-house,  where,  on  any  extra 
occasions,  the  members  of  this  little  state  were 
accustomed  to  celebrate  their  festivals  of  re¬ 
turn  and  departure,  the  capture  of  any  rich 
prize,  and  also  to  hold  their  war  councils  when 
on  shore. 

Here  then  we  breakfasted,  on  what  would 
in  London  have  been  esteemed  the  most  refined 
delicacies.  Fish,  meat,  fruits  of  the  greatest 
variety,  with  tea,  coffee,  bread,  and  preserves, 
all  made  their  appearance.  No  wonder  such  a 
life,  to  uncultivated  minds  and  enslaved  bodies, 
held  forth  charms  that  could  both  tempt  and 
retain  them  from  all  the  better  paths  of  duty 
and  integrity  ! 

The  men  who  had  been  brought  from  the 
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brig  witli  Beckett  seemed  ready  to  run  mad  with 
delight.  One  prevalent  mark  of  virtue  was,  how¬ 
ever,  the  sparing  hand  with  which  they  served 
out  spirits ;  for  they  had  both  sense  and  reso¬ 
lution  to  know  and  remember  that  inebriety 
would  destroy  every  comfort  they  possessed,  by 
annihilating  all  species  of  subordination. 

This  last  was,  however,  kept  up  on  all  the 
essential  points  with  a  most  severe  hand  ;  and 
though  the  infliction  of  personal  punishment 
was  regulated  with  greater  justice,  and  never 
ventured  on  but  after  a  regular  trial  by  the 
seniors,  it  was  in  such  cases  administered  with  a 
stern  savageness,  that  left  far  behind  it  even  the 
practice  of  Captain  E - . 

After  bi’eakfast  the  whole  assembly  broke  up, 
dispersing  themselves  in  such  various  parties, 
and  on  such  amusements,  as  most  suited  their 
tastes  :  some  went  to  catch  fish  for  dinner,  others 
to  work  at  the  repairs  of  the  schooner,  some 
were  appointed  to  mend  sails  ;  and  so  every 
one  seemed  to  have  an  occupation  but  myself. 
I  wandered  by  tlie  side  of  the  water  round  the 
harbour,  and  then  attempted  to  climb  a  steep 
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hill  and  look  out  to  sea;  but  being  in  a  valley, 
and  the  heat  very  powerful,  this  soon  became 
too  laborious  an  amusement;  so  I  sat  me  down 
in  the  shade,  and  surveying  the  scene  around, 
and  musing  on  the  strange  changes  of  my  for¬ 
tune,  and  calculating  the  possibilities  of  my 
next  falling  in  with  “  the  world,”  I  passed  away 
my  time. 

As  it  was  impossible  that  greater  pains  could 
have  been  taken  for  my  amusement  than  was 
daily  shown  by  Beckett  and  his  men,  I  soon, 
from  mere  inability  to  help  myself,  sunk  into 
a  very  bearable  state  of  passive  endurance.  All 
my  traps  had  been  sent  on  shore  from  the 
schooner  to  my  lodgings  :  and  what  with  mak- 
injj  water-colour  drauings  and  sketches  of 
little  scenes  in  the  neighbourhood,  which 
could  never  be  turned  to  any  use  in  betraying 
them,  which  I  generally  gave  to  the  men’s 
wives,  together  with  music  in  the  evenings,  and 
fishing  and  shooting,  I  often  thought  I  was  in 
great  danger  of  becoming  a  pirate  myself. 

]\Iy  profession,  however,  saved  me  from  being 
held  utterlv  useless  by  the  men,  because  I  did 
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not  do  SO,  vvliile  the  fact  of  my  being  ever  ready 
to  turn  out  at  night  and  attend  tlieir  children 
made  me  a  most  popular  person  with  the 
potent  genocracy  of  the  pirate’s  wives.  With 
the  knowledge  that  these  people  were  only 
pursuing  an  upright  path  of  life,  and  the  pre¬ 
sence  of  one  whose  death  1  could  never  cease 
to  mourn,  how  perfectly  happy  1  could  have 
been  ! 

I  do  not  mean  by  this  to  lay  claim  to  the 
superior  wisdom  of  turning  my  back  on  ambi¬ 
tion,  or  other  allurements,  for  which  men  in 
society  so  often  sacrifice  the  luxury  of  a  cpiiet 
and  contented  heart.  With  the  path  open 
before  me,  I  could  have  wept,  with  Alexander, 
for  new  worlds  to  conquer ;  or  fallen  with 
Caesar  for  his  soaring  crime,  “  even  at  the  base 
of  Pompey’s  statue.”  Hut  1  had  been  schooled 
in  deep  adversity,  and  made  to  read  each 
thought  and  impulse  of  my  own  mind  by  that 
sad  searching  light  which  the  actions  of  others 
throw  on  the  impressive  page  of  life. 

‘The  wish  to  shine,  pursued  beyond  the  hum¬ 
ble  bounds  of  moderation,  appeared  to  me  to 
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have  ruined  millions,  while  the  sense  to  enjoy 
what  we  really  do  possess,  like  alchymists’ 
elixir,  was,  I  thought,  capable  of  turning  all 
it  touched  to  gold.  But  though  thus  disposed 
to  be  as  happy  as  possible,  the  sacred  remem¬ 
brances  of  the  heart  were  neither  to  be  over¬ 
thrown  nor  neglected. 

Again  and  again  I  tried  to  draw  from 
Beckett  if  he  knew  what  had  been  the  matter 
in  dispute  between  Donaghue  and  myself;  but 
he  assured  me  that  the  latter  had  never  men¬ 
tioned  my  name  to  him,  or  one  word  that  in 
any  way  related  to  it,  with  the  exception  of 
those  which  had  passed  in  my  presence. 

When  I  heard  this,  I  felt  very  much  in¬ 
clined  to  give  Beckett  a  few  outlines  of  the 
story,  in  hopes  that  he  might  be  able  to  assist 
me  in  my  endeavours  to  ascertain  the  truth,  and 
bring  the  murderers  to  justice.  But  I  could 
not  bring  myself  to  discuss  such  a  subject 
with  him  in  the  first  place,  and  then  I  reflected 
on  the  slender  chance  that  I  should  ever  again 
see  him  after  we  had  parted,  and  the  great  re¬ 
luctance  with  which  he  would  be  brought  to 
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criminate  him  with  whom  lie  was  acting,  even 
though  it  should  be  to  oblige  one  to  whom  he 
professed  and  showed  such  deep  gratitude. 

These  reflections  induced  me  to  observe  a 
strict  silence  on  the  matter  which  was  weifjhino’ 
at  my  heart,  and  with  hope  once  more,  how¬ 
ever  faintly,  awakened,  I  heard  mention  made 
of  the  schooner  being  nearly  ready  for  another 
cruise,  and  the  time  of  her  departure  at  hand. 
Beckett  was  himself  the  first  person  from  whom 
I  received  this  intelligence,  and  he  came  one 
morning  into  the  room  where  I  was  sitting,  to  ask 
whether  I  would  prefer  to  remain  on  shore  till 
the  schooner  came  back,  or  to  go  with  her  to  sea. 

“  Go  with  her  to  sea,”  I  immediately  re¬ 
plied,  with  a  promptitude  that  could  leave  no 
doubt  of  my  intentions.  This  question  I  had 
expected,  and  was  prepai'ed  for  it  accordingly. 
Open  as  my  friend  Beckett  had  been,  I  saw 
that  he  too  had  in  him  a  little  of  that  intrigue 
which  seems  so  necessary  a  part  in  the  composi¬ 
tion  of  a  chief,  of  whatever  kin,  country,  or 
degree  whatsoever. 

In  procuring  me  apartments  with  the  hand- 
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some  relict  of  the  late  pirate,  I  saw  that  he 
had  looked  forward  to  my  forming  a  tie  too 
strong  for  breaking.  With  many  men  this 
might  have  been  the  case;  I,  however,  was  self¬ 
armed,  and  though  I  perceived  his  vexation  at 
my  fixed  resolve  to  depart,  and  certainly  did  en¬ 
tertain  every  gallant  tenderness  for  my  pretty 
and  kind  hostess,  I  would  not  allow  my  resolu¬ 
tions  to  be  broken.  But  the  chief  obstacle  op¬ 
posed  to  their  execution  was  the  clamour  of  the 
swarm  of  mothers,  whose  claims  on  my  further 
residence  and  therapeutic  art  they  demon¬ 
strated  in  the  most  urgent  and  unequivocal 
manner.  When,  however,  I  would  not  be  shaken, 
they  asserted  I  should  soon  come  back  to  them 
with  joy  ;  and  so  I  could  only  wish  them  joy  of 
their  pleasing  delusion.  Finally,  however,  they 
made  up  a  boat’s  crew  of  petticoats,  and  towed 
me  on  board,  as  the  most  especial  mark  of  ho¬ 
nour  they  could  confer. 

As  they  pulled  merrily  along,  laughing  and 
joking  with  their  doctor,  I  could  not  help 
thinkino-  that  sucli  a  distinction  should  have 
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fallen  on  the  gallant  Howard,  whose  capacious 
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lieart  would  doubtless  have  enabled  him  to  make 
love  at  once  to  every  woman  on  the  island. 
At  the  last  moment,  however,  accompanied 
with  many  injunctions  to  capture  another  doc¬ 
tor  for  them,  that  they  might  always  have  one 
to  spare  the  ladies,  they  returned  to  their  barge, 
and  with  much  weeping  and  wiping  of  eyes  and 
waving  of  handkerchiefs,  we  sailed  through  the 
narrow  inlet,  gained  the  sea,  and  bore  away. 

Despite  all  the  vices  and  odious  crimes  with 
which,  no  doubt,  the  greater  part,  if  not  all  of 
these  men,  were  stained,  I  must  admit  that 
greater  respect  or  more  true  kindness  no  man 
ever  received,  either  on  board  the  quarter-deck 
of  a  man-of-war,  or  indeed  anywhere  else ; 
and  I  confessed  to  myself,  as  the  land  faded 
from  my  sight,  that  few  things  would  ever 
prove  half  so  distressing  to  me,  as  being  called 
upon  to  give  one  tittle  of  evidence  against  any 
of  them. 

The  worst  part  of  my  captivity  was,  I  ima¬ 
gined,  still  to  come.  With  the  exception  of  tlie 
unaccountable  carrying  off  the  brig,  and  the 
revolting  execution  of  its  commander,  I  had 
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hitherto  only  beheld  the  sleek  skin  and  beauti¬ 
ful  pace  of  the  cat ;  the  heart  of  the  fury  and  the 
claws  of  the  tiger  were  yet  to  be  displayed, 
and  I  thouglit  with  horror  of  our  capturing 
some  unhappy  merchantman,  or  other  prey, 
and  seeing  every  living  soul,  but  the  women 
and  a  few  perhaps  of  her  too  willing  men,  com¬ 
pelled  to  walk  the  plank,  or  yield  up  their 
throats  to  the  knife  like  oxen  at  the  shambles  ! 

For  a  few  minutes  I  regretted  that  I  had 
left  our  late  quiet  retreat ;  but  the  course  I  had 
taken,  though  not  free  from  evils,  was  far  the 
wisest.  Had  I  remained  on  shore,  and  the 
schooner  been  captured,  in  all  probability  I 
should  have  had  to  pass  my  life  on  the  island. 
Now,  at  any  rate,  I  had  a  chance  of  escape, 
and  of  resumintr  those  views  which  had  led  me 
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to  embrace  the  navy  as  a  profession.  On  the 
morning  after  our  departure,  not  a  trace  of  the 
island  was  to  be  seen ;  and  Beckett,  who  was 
assisted  in  command  by  a  man  that  had  once 
been  a  teacher  of  navigation  on  board  a  British 
man-of-war,  declared  he  was  in  expectation 
of  being  soon  joined  by  the  brig,  which 
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was  to  meet  the  schooner  in  a  certain  lati¬ 
tude. 

The  brig,  he  told  me,  had  been  to  another 
rendezvous  among  the  West  Indian  islands, 
possessed  of  greater  facilities  for  repairing 
their  ships.  There  she  was  to  have  been  fitted 
on  the  swivel  principle,  with  a  long  thirty-two 
pounder,  they  being  both  destined,  on  their  union, 
to  cruise  in  search  of  a  heavy  convoy  daily  ex¬ 
pected  from  Ireland. 

]\Iy  heart  sank  within  me  at  this  intelli¬ 
gence,  and  the  name  of  dear  old  Ireland  came 
on  my  soul  like  a  knell !  But  I  had  no  help 
for  it  but  in  philosophy,  which,  after  all,  is 
now  and  then,  even  with  the  best  riders,  found 
to  be  but  a  sorry  nag,  and  terribly  overridden. 

To  the  great  surprise  of  Beckett,  but  the  still 
greater  joy  of  myself,  when  we  arrived  on  the 
cruising  ground,  or  rather  that  of  the  appoint¬ 
ment,  no  brig  appeared.  A  week  passed ; 
there  we  lay  stretching  first  after  one  strange 
sail,  and  then  another;  but  none  appeared  to 
be  that  whicli  we  sought,  and  many  a  goodly 
fat  trader  was  missed,  because  Beckett  was  un- 
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willing  to  lose  sight  of  the  appointed  place  on 
which  he  promised  to  be  found. 

Three  days  more  stole  away,  and  yet  no 
brig.  Again  and  again,  Beckett  considered 
whether  he  had  mistaken  the  instructions  of  his 
accomplice,  but  there  was  no  reason  for  believ¬ 
ing  this  to  have  happened. 

At  last,  just  at  daybreak  on  the  eleventh 
day,  a  sail  was  descried  from  the  masthead. 
It  stood  towards  us,  and  we  towards  it.  The 
approach  on  our  part,  however,  was  very  slow, 
owing  to  light  baffling  winds,  if  indeed  there 
was  enough  of  them  to  deserve  the  name.  We 
had  soon  so  far  neared  the  stranger,  as  to 
make  out  that  she  had  square  topsails,  and  top¬ 
gallant-sails,  and  Beckett  had  not  a  doubt  in 
his  own  mind  that  this  was  the  brig. 

It  was  true  that  she  looked  rather  large,  but 
the  day  had  scarcely  risen,  and  Donaghue  had 
agreed  to  make  some  alterations  in  her  trim, 
with  a  view  to  her  future  sailing.  By  six 
o’clock  she  began  to  come  up  very  rapidly,  and 
another  hour  or  two  would,  according  to 
the  ])irates’  calculations,  eflect  the  union. 
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As  they  were  at  this  time,  however,  considerably 
to  leeward  of  their  cruising  ground,  Beckett, 
in  order  to  save  time,  put  his  helm  down,  and 
stood  to  windward  across  the  stranger’s  bows, 
when  the  latter,  suddenly  putting  his  helm 
aport,  stood  for  the  same  point. 

At  this  very  moment  of  time,  Beckett  was 
examining  the  stranger  witli  a  glass,  and  I 
with  my  naked  eye,  and  both  involuntarily  ex¬ 
claimed, 

“  She’s  a  frigate  !  ” 

“  Ay,  and  by  the  lord  Harr}',  sir,”  added 
Beckett,  “  he’s  trying  to  cut  us  off.” 

Sucli  was,  indeed,  the  fact ;  the  stranger  was  a 
frigate  of  large  dimensions  too,  and  evidently 
sailed  fast ;  so  much  so,  that  I  thought  many  of 
the  schooner’s  crew  might  begin  to  rub  their 
throats  with  an  anticipatory  notion  of  what 
usage  was  in  store  for  them.  At  tliis  time  she 
was  coming  up  with  us,  hand  over  hand,  tak¬ 
ing  llie  schooner  at  the  very  disadvantage  un¬ 
der  which  the  schooner  took  the  bri<)';  that, 
namely,  of  bringing  the  wind  down  witli  her, 
the  breeze  which  filled  the  huge  sails  of  the 

O 


86 


THE  NAVAL  SURGEON. 


frigate  being  five  or  six  times  as  powerful  as 
the  light  air  that  little  more  tlian  urged  the 
schooner  through  the  water. 

But  though  my  late  friends  must  undoubtedly 
have  felt  far  less  pleased  at  the  man-of-war’s 
approach  than  I  did,  still  they  would  not  for  a 
moment  allow  the  disagreeable  position  in 
which  they  found  themselves  placed,  to  cow 
their  courage,  or  weaken  their  resources. 

Beckett’s  first  act  was  to  put  his  vessel  before 
the  wind,  and  crowd  on  her  every  stitch  of 
canvass  which  she  could  carry.  This  tended 
to  increase  the  distance  of  the  pirate  from  her 
pursuer  slightly,  but  it  was  soon  evident  that 
the  superiority  of  the  latter’s  sailing  would  ere 
long  bring  her  within  reach  of  a  battery 
against  which  her  single  gun  had  no  chance 
whatever.  I  now  gave  them  up  for  lost,  and 
began  already  to  torture  myself  with  the  cruel 
scene  that  was  before  me,  when  I  shoukl  be 
forced  by  my  evidence  to  become  the  means  of 
death  to  those  who  had  been  so  uniformly  kind 
to  me. 

Of  this,  however,  they  had  not  at  all  so 
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vivid  a  conception  ;  on  tlie  contrary,  Beckett 
came  aft  to  me,  fluttering,  as  I  was,  between 
these  apprehensions  and  my  hopes  of  speedy 
liberty,  and  telling  me  to  get  all  my  traps  into 
the  boat  hanging  astern,  stated  his  intention  of 
lowering  me  down  in  that  poor  cockle-shell,  in 
order  that  the  frigate  might  be  obliged  to 
heave  to,  and  pick  me  up.  Thus  the  stronger 
breeze  which  now  filled  the  sails  of  the  latter 
would  then  have  time  to  reach  him,  and  with 
his  swift  heels  he  should  no  longer  have  a  fear. 

I  cannot  describe  how  my  heart  bounded 
with  delight  at  this  proposal,  which  embraced 
within  its  scope  both  those  objects  —  which, 
however  weak  in  me,  I  must  confess  I  had  at 
heart — his  escape  and  my  preservation.  I  did 
not  employ  much  time  or  precision  in  seeing  my 
goods  and  chattels  conveyed  from  my  cabin  ; 
they  were  literally  heaped  into  the  boat  without 
order,  or  indeed  anything  but  haste.  Several 
of  tlie  crew  crowded  round  and  wished  me  a 
safe  voyage,  and  Beckett,  seizing  my  hand, 
shook  it  with  emotion  for  himself  and  ship¬ 
mates 
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The  boat  was  then  carefully  lowered,  and 
with  contending  feelings  I  felt  myself  gradu¬ 
ally  descend  upon  the  sea.  The  stern-falls  were 
cast  loose  on  board;  my  little  cockle-shell  came 
round  head  to  the  schooner  ;  with  some  difficulty 
I  unhooked  the  foremast  and  remaining  fall,  and 
dropped  astern. 

The  schooner  now  swiftly  shot  away  from 
me,  whilst  Beckett  and  one  or  two  others  re¬ 
mained  standing  near  the  taffrail ;  but  their 
faces  rapidly  became  indistinct,  and  I  turned 
to  regard  the  frigate.  In  less  than  half  an  hour 
the  last  was  so  near  that  I  could  distinguish 
the  heads  of  her  crew  at  quarters  on  the  fore¬ 
castle,  training  the  bow-guns,  which  they  fired 
continuously,  but  without  doing  the  schooner 
any  harm. 

No  sooner  had  the  figure-head  of  the  pur¬ 
suer  come  within  sight,  than  I  at  once  recog¬ 
nised  my  old  ship — the  Epaminondas.  My  joy 
was  so  great  that  I  could  scarc(4y  believe  my 
eyesight  to  have  been  correct;— but  yet  it  was 
so.  She  steered  directly  for  me,  ])assing  within 
five  yards;  and  when  Cai)tain  Howard  looked 
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over  his  bows,  and  saw  wliom  he  was  to  jjick  up, 
his  surprise  at  this  odd  meeting  was  even 
greater  than  mine. 

Sail  was  shortened — the  frigate  hove  to — 
lowered  a  boat — and  my  little  dingy  was  towed 
alongside. 

“  What  is  she,  doctor — a  slave-ship  de¬ 
manded  the  captain  with  great  eagerness,  as 
soon  as  I  gained  the  entering  port. 

“  No,  sir,”  I  replied,  “  she  is  no  slave-ship  ; 
but  if  you  will  allow  me  a  few  minutes’  private 
conversation,  I  will  explain.” 

“  Why,  what’s  in  the  wind  now,  doctor  ? 
Where’s  your  brig  ?  You  haven’t  left  her  in 
the  clouds  by  accident,  have  you,  for  you  seem 
to  have  dropped  from  them  ?" 

“  Not  so  either.  Captain  Howard.  That 
schooner” — and  as  I  looked  round  for  her,  I 
saw  to  my  inexpressible  delight  that  she  had 
at  length  got  the  strong  breeze,  and  was  vanish¬ 
ing  down  to  leeward  with  the  strength  and 
flight  of  a  ^ung  eagle. 

“  Well — well ;  what  is  she,  doctor  ?  IVIake 
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haste,  man !  Every  minute  takes  from  her 
chance  of  capture.” 

“  I  know  it,  sir ;  and  there  is  nothing  I 
should  so  deeply  regret  as  our  taking  her. 
That  schooner  is  commanded  by  Beckett,  whom 
you  must  remember  seeing  in  the  watchmaker’s 
shop  at  Martinique.  Nothing  can  be  more 
trying  than  my  position.  He  has  saved  my  life 
fifty  times  over,  and  I  know  not  how  either 
to  speak  or  to  be  silent  of  the  past  with 
honour.” 

“  Right,  my  good  fellow,  right!”  and  Cap¬ 
tain  Howard  grasped  my  hand  and  shook  it 
warmly  ;  “  I  have  but  held  my  peace  to  try 
you  !  We  know  all  about  the  brig — her  cap¬ 
ture — mutiny — and  murder  of  her  commander. 
Though,  truth  to  say,  such  a  fellow  as  that  was 
only  born  to  be  hung  ;  I  always  thought  so — 
though,  as  Kali  would  observe,  ‘  I  never  told 
anybody  and  all  that’s  about  it — is  this — the 
admiral’s  got  a  death  vacancy.  But  is  that  the 
redoubted  Long  Tom  schooner  tl^ere  to  lee¬ 
ward  ?  ” 


THE  NAVA  I,  SURGEON. 


91 


“  Yes,  sir.” 

“  Tlien  I  suppose,  pro  forma,  we  must  re¬ 
sume  our  course  after  him,  though  now  that 
yon  clipper  has  the  wind,  there’s  little  chance 
of  our  coming  up  with  him — and  so  much  the 
better.” 

“  True,  sir ;  but  had  you  not  better  seem  to 
make  the  attempt,  or  those  who  are  fit  for  no 
better  occupation  may  seek  to  fasten  some  sort 
of  blame  on  you 

“  Let  those  quarrel  with  the  Howard’s  lion 
who  have  faced  his  claws  !  I’ll  be  sheriff’s  officer 
for  no  man  ;  I  don’t  approve  of  seamen  being 
first  hunted  into  mutiny,  and  then  hung  for  it. 
They  can’t  escape  long,  poor  wretches,  unless 
they  give  up  this  trade,  and  my  conscience  is 
quite  easy  as  to  ceasing  the  pursuit  after  their 
conduct  shown  to  you  —  aqitUa  non  captat 
muscas — my  eagle’s  beak  and  talons  were  never 
made  for  catching  flies.  Beckett’s  villany  has 
been  thrust  upon  him,  but  there  is  in  the  fellow 
the  rough  j«wel  of  true  virtue,  though,  coming 
under  such  a  commander,  it  was  indeed  a  pearl 
before  swine.” 
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“  Well,  sir,  I’m  glad  these  are  your  feelings ;  . 
of  course  I  could  ask  from  the  regard  of  no 
man  such  a  sacrifice  as  that  of  his  conscience, 
but  in  this  you  act  upon  your  own  impressions 
entirely.” 

“  Of  course  I  do ;  there  is  not,  I  firmly  be¬ 
lieve,  a  man  in  my  ship,  who,  instead  of  taking 
my  life,  would  not  willingly  give  his  to  save 
mine — this  has  been  the  result,  as  you  know,  of 
no  compromise  of  my  duty;  and  if  that,  and 
one  or  two  other  matters,  which  stand  on  the 
logs  of  my  former  ships,  are  not  sufficient  for 
the  gentlemen  at  the  Admiralty,  they  may  take 
my  commission,  and  welcome.  If  my  sovereign 
were  in  my  place,  and  I  in  his,  1  would  love 
him  all  the  better  for  acting  as  I  do.  If  that’s 
not  the  way  to  try  motives  and  conduct,  I  know 
nothing  of  the  matter.  There’s  that  foretop- 
man,  Green,  who  had  been  flogged  si.K  times 
when  I  exchanged  him  out  of  the  Infernal  brig 
at  Martinique,  as  you  may  remember,  for  an 
ex])eriment — there  isn’t  now  a  better  man  in 
my  ship  at  this  very  day.  But  come,  tl\e 
schooner  goes  gallantly  down  to  leeward,  two 
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miles  for  our  one ;  I’ll  have  the  watch  called, 
and  tlicn  you  can  tell  me  at  your  leisure  the 
whole  story.  I  have  some  friends  below — old 
acquaintances  of  yours — who  long  for  the  re¬ 
newal  of  past  friendship.” 

With  this,  Captain  Howard  left  me  to  order 
the  calling  of  the  watch.  So  confused  was  I 
at  this  new  whirl  in  the  wheel  of  my  fates,  that 
I  had  quite  forgotten  to  inquire  how  Captain 
Howard  gained  the  intelligence.  How  could  it 
have  reached  him  ?  Fifty  different  modes  sug¬ 
gested  themselves,  and  none  of  them  even  so 
probable  as  that  of  the  “  bird  of  the  air  carry¬ 
ing  the  matter.” 

Meantime  the  watch  was  called,  the  wind 
shifted  round  upon  our  quarter,  and  this  I 
knew  would  be  the  schooner’s  favourite  point 
of  sailing.  Nothing  on  the  station  ever  had 
been  able  to  come  vip  with  her,  and  I  no  longer 
had  a  fear  that  any  such  disagreeable  success 
was  in  store  for  the  Epaminondas.  The  officer 
of  the  watch,  however,  trimmed  his  sails,  and 
stood  away  for  her ;  but  the  lost  moments  were. 
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like  most  others  of  their  kind,  never  to  be  re¬ 
gained. 

At  this  juncture  the  cajotain’s  steward  came 
on  deck  to  request  my  attendance  in  the  cabin. 
With  a  feeling  of  excitement,  for  which  I  could 
assign  no  reason,  I  went  below,  and  found  an 
elderly  gentleman,  and  a  lady  of  scarcely  twenty 
years,  by  whose  side  stood  Captain  Howard. 
The  father — for  such  he  was — eyed  me  with  a 
look  of  sternness  and  surprise,  for  which  I 
could  not  account — his  eyes  wandering  from  his 
daughter’s  face  to  mine  with  an  evident  degree 
of  doubt  and  perplexity,  which  immediately 
diffused  itself  to  me.  His  child’s  countenance 
was  unlike  his,  and  yet  botli,  strange  to  say, 
appeared  familiar  to  me  as  the  sun  at  noon¬ 
day,  and  yet  neither  could  I  distinctly  re¬ 
member. 

Not  so  the  lady.  After  observing  me  witli 
great  earnestness  for  a  few  moments,  she  ex¬ 
claimed — 

“  Yes,  it  is  the  same !”  and  taking  my  hand, 
witli  a  mixture  of  warmth  and  dignity  which 
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needed  no  language  to  proclaim  her  my  coun¬ 
trywoman,  she  archly  demanded  if  I  did  not 
remember  my  old  playfellow  ? 

That  tone  of  voice  went  to  my  very  heart, 
and  doubled  all  the  magic  of  the  words. 

“  Can  it  be  so,  indeed.^”  said  I,  returning 
her  friendly  grasp  ;  “  or,”  looking  once  more  in 
her  face,  “  I  should  rather  say,  can  it  be  any 
other  than  mv  dear  Lady  Desmond 

“  Why — 3’es,”  interrupted  Captain  Howard, 
“  by-and-bye  I  hope  it  can  be  Lady  Somebody 
else;”  and  smiling  at  his  betrothed,  for  such  I 
concluded  she  now  was,  he  hurried  out  of  the 
cabin. 

So  many  years  had  elapsed  since  last  we 
met,  that  I  really  felt  quite  thankful  at 
having  imparted  to  Captain  Howard  so  much 
of  my  history,  as,  being  communicated  to  my 
old  friend,  now  saved  us  both  from’  the  deep 
pain  of  inquiry  for  those  who  were  beyond 
every  tribute  of  our  love — save  that  which 
memory  could  offer. 

Yet,  although  we  spoke  not  of  one  with  the 
thoughts  of  whose  excellence  both  our  hearts 
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were  filled,  the  feeling  was  not  less  deep  on  her 
side,  nor  less  agonizing  on  mine.  Who  are  they 
who  cannot  remember  how  they  have  trembled 
when  some  one,  connected  by  friendship  or  acci¬ 
dent  with  the  absent  possessor  of  their  love,  has 
suddenly  appeared  before  them  ?  Who  cannot  re¬ 
member  how  even  the  meanest  object  or  the  most 
indifferent  person  is  then  encircled  with  a  charm 
and  an  importance  that  in  any  other  position 
would  have  been  ridiculous  and  impossible  ? 
If  a  stranger  to  ourselves,  how  we  long  for  his 
acquaintance  !—  If  an  acquaintance,  how  rapidly 
we  invest  him  with  the  privileges  and  dignity  of 
a  friend  !  and  if  a  fi  iend,  then  how  doubly 
dear  ! 

It  was  not  until  Lady  Desmond,  or  as,  with 
a  faithful  affection  for  olden  days,  she  desired 
me  to  call  her — Ida — had  put  to  me  several 
common-place  questions,  that  I  could  regain  niv 
self-possession.  Fancying  that  the  presence  of 
her  parent  was  a  restraint — for,  from  his  re¬ 
served  and  haughty  disposition,  I  had  never 
seen  much  of  him  in  boyhood,  she  |)ropused 
that  we  should  take  a  walk  under  the  awniiiir 

ft 


THE  NAVAL  SURGEON. 


97 


of  the  quarter-deck.  Here  followed  one  of 
those  delightful  and  unreserved  discussions 
which  have  the  power  to  atone  to  us  for  half 
the  sorrows  of  our  lives. 

While  discoursing  of  all  the  varied  events 
that  influenced  our  fortunes  since  childhood, 
the  grave  seemed  almost  to  relinquish  its  dear 
dead,  and  those  pleasures  which  now  existed 
only  in  the  dreams  of  our  memory  once  again 
delighted  the  soul.  When  the  evening  ar- 
rived,  the  schooner  had  long  been  out  of 
sight,  and  the  Epaminondas  had  resumed  that 
course  for  Jamaica  which  she  was  steering 
when  a  strange  sail  led  her  from  it. 

I  would  not  trust  myself  to  speak  of  Kath¬ 
leen  till  the  evening,  and  then,  by  the  brilliant 
light  of  a  West  Indian  moon,  I  repeated  to  her 
old  companion  the  sad  story  of  her  mysteri¬ 
ous  disappearance,  which  the  reader  already 
knows. 

She  had  previously  heard  it  from  Captain 
Howard,  but  wept  bitterly  as  she  learned  every 
minute  particular,  which  were  too  deeply  and 
too  sadly  graven  on  my  memory  to  fade.  She 
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endeavoured  as  much  as  possible  to  infuse  intomy 
feelings  a  spirit  of  hope  ;  but,  alas  !  to  what  end 
was  it  to  be  indulged  ?  It  is  true  her  murderer 
yet  walked  the  earth  unpunished,  and  to  make 
certain  of  his  identity,  and  to  achieve  his 
just  condemnation,  was  tlie  only  object  of  my 
life. 

But  could  her  mild  spirit  be  gladdened  at 
the  death  even  of  so  odious  a  wretch  ?  or  could 
it,  after  all,  fill  up  in  my  own  bosom  the  void 
which  her  assassination  had  made  ? 

“  No,”  replied  Ida  to  these  observations, 
“  there  is  unfortunately  too  much  truth  in 
these  remarks;  but  it  will  be  at  least  some  con¬ 
solation  for  you  to  have  the  mystery  of  her 
death — dark  and  dreadful  as  it  is — set  at  rest ; 
and  if  the  approaching  execution  of  this  wretch 
does  no  more,  it  may  at  least  exculpate  your 
father.” 

“  The  approaching  execution!”  I  repeated. 
“  What  do  you  mean  ?” 

“  What  !  has  not  Captain  Howard  told 
you.^>” 

“  Told  me  !  No.” 
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“  What  is  it  I  have  not  told  you  ?”  de¬ 
manded  Howard  himself,  coming  up  at  the 
mention  of  his  name. 

“  The  apprehension  of  Donaghue  !” 

“  True,  Ida,  neither  have  I.  Yet  how, 
doctor,  we  should  both  have  forgotten — you  to 
inquire,  and  I  to  tell  you  how  I  heard  of  your 
capture  in  the  brig — is  more  than  I  can  imagine. 
But  Ida  is  to  blame  for  all,  no  doubt !  One 
can  never  think  of  anything  else  when  she  is  in 
the  way.  It  appears  that  this  thrice-dyed 
villain — this  accursed  quintessence  of  a  rogue — 
who  has  so  often  slipped  through  our  fingers,  had 
no  sooner  taken  possession  of  the  brig  and  dis¬ 
banded  her  crew  —  part  being  put  into  the 
schooner,  and  the  rest  retained  with  himself — 
than  he  set  oflF  to  some  favourite  rendezvous, 
where  it  was  his  intention  to  increase  the  brie’s 
force  of  metal,  and  I  believe  alter  her  rig.  But 
though  the  halters  of  these  fellows  are  generally 
long  enough,  they  always  manage  somehow  or 
other  to  get  to  the  end  of  their  rope;  and  this 
scoundrel,  fancying  that  he  still  had  under  his 
feet  the  swift  Long  Tom  schooner,  edged  down 
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too  near  to  a  corvette,  in  the  hopes  that  she 
might  turn  out  a  rich  West  Indian  trader. 
The  corvette  was  the  Falcon,  lately  out  from 
England,  and  in  light  breezes  very  fast ;  she 
soon  overhauled  the  Infernal,  and  Donaghue 
found  too  late  that  his  best  tooth  had  been 
drawn  when  he  parted  with  the  swivel  thirty- 
two.  I  am  told,  however,  that  he  fought  his 
brig  incomparably  well,  and  after  two  hours’ 
hard  action  was  only  taken  by  boarding,  and 
so  dangerously  wounded  as  not  to  be  expected 
to  live.  As  for  the  brig  herself,  they  just  liad 
time  to  take  her  wounded  out  of  her,  when 
down  she  went !” 

“  When  and  where,  sir,”  I  asked,  with 
breathless  interest,  “  did  you  hear  this?” 

“  About  a  month  ago,  when  lying  at  St. 
Vincents — was  it  not,  Ida.^” 

“  Yes,  it  was.’’ 

“  So  I  thought.  A  man-of-war  brig  that 
had  left  Port  Royal  the  day  after  the  Falcon 
arrived  there,  gave  me  these  particulars.  One 
or  two  men  taken  in  the  briff  had  turned  kind’s 
evidence,  and  the  trial  was  ordered  to  come  on 
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as  soon  as  Donaghue  should  either  have  re¬ 
covered  from  his  wounds,  or  settled  the  question 
of  his  own  fate  by  dying  fi'om  them.” 

“  Then  by  this  time,  Captain  Howard,  1 
may  have  lost  the  last  and  best  chance  of  ever 
wringing  from  him  the  truth  of  Kathleen’s 
story?” 

“  Indeed,  that  is  much  to  be  feared.  On 
the  other  hand,  to  look  at  a  brighter  side  of  the 
picture,  we  may  arrive  just  in  the  very  nick  of 
time  to  get  everything  from  him  ;  while  the 
prospect  of  his  approaching  trial  will  induce 
him  to  make  friends,  and  his  wounds  are  so  far 
healed  as  to  allow  of  our  getting  at  him.  If 
not,  I  shall  be  doubly  disappointed,  first,  on 
your  account,  and  next  on  my  own.  For  since 
you  are  sure  he  is  the  man  that  you  saw  on  the 
seventy-four,  he  is  the  only  one  who  can  con¬ 
firm  our  opinions  on  that  subject.  But  let  the 
case  be  as  it  may,  we  cannot  accelerate  our 
pace  to  Port  Royal  by  grieving  on  the  matter; 
and  I  think  it  high  time  the  lady  on  your  arm 
should  leave  the  moonlight  dews  for  the  shelter 
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of  the  cabin  ;  and,  Mr.  Doctor,  you  must  un¬ 
derstand,  moreover,  that  your  tHe-a-ttte  with 
the  princess  of  another  gallant  has  lasted  quite 
long  enough  already  for  any  rule  of  chivalry.” 
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CHAPTER  VI. 


“  Ill  hopes  to  bask  a  little  yet. 

Just  reach’d  it  when  the  sun  was  set.” 

Despite  of  the  injunction  with  which  my  kind- 
hearted  captain  closed  the  speech  at  the  end  of 
the  last  chapter,  I  found  it  no  easy  matter  to 
adhere  to  that  which  reason  so  plainly  recom¬ 
mended.  The  firm  impression  which  I  now 
entertained,  that  the  crisis  of  my  fate  was  ap¬ 
proaching,  and  that  every  bound  of  the  lively 
frigate  brought  me  nearer  to  it,  set  at  utter 
defiance  all  my  efforts  to  be  calm. 

My  mind  would  torment  itself  with  that 
ceaseless  question  and  reply  which  is  always  the 
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result  of  over-excitement.  As  some  relief,  I 
entered  into  the  details  of  my  friend  Lady 
Desmond’s  history  since  we  parted,  which,  with 
the  exceptions  of  those  little  crosses  arising 
from  her  own  delicate  health,  and  the  opposi¬ 
tion  made  by  her  parent  to  her  attachment  for 
Captain  Howard,  was  as  tame  and  unvaried  as 
the  lives  of  the  wealthy  often  are. 

The  sequel  of  her  story  did,  however,  give 
me  unfeigned  pleasure,  for  it  related  to  the 
tardy  consent  which  her  father  had  given  to 
her  approaching  marriage.  Having  now  re¬ 
sided  during  the  winter  in  the  West  Indies, 
with  evident  benefit  to  her  health,  the  learned 
brethren  of  my  profession  had  given  her  per¬ 
mission  to  return  to  Europe  for  the  summer. 

Her  father  and  suite,  including  herself  and 
her  physician,  had  therefore  embarked  on  board 
the  Epaminondas  for  Jamaica,  whence  the 
frigate  was  to  be  despatched  to  England  with 
a  convoy  for  Cork.  On  arriving  there,  Lady 
Desmond  and  her  father  were  to  be  landed,  and 
to  make  preparations  for  the  immediate  wedding, 
which  was  to  take  place  at  Desmond  Castle, 
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whose  well-appointed  and  haughty  towers  w'ere 
visible  from  the  more  ancient,  as  well  as  poorer, 
turrets  of  my  own  deserted  home.  When  she 
came  to  these  details,  she  naturally  touched 
lightly  on  them  for  many  reasons,  but  the  invi¬ 
tation  she  gave  me  to  the  scene  of  festivity  was 
warm  and  decided  in  the  extreme. 

I  could  not  give  her  a  denial,  but  I  looked 
it.  The  associations  with  such  a  neijjhbour- 
hood,  and  such  a  scene,  were  too  painful  to  be 
lightly  encountered ;  and  when  she  told  me 
that  I  had  been  assigned  a  chief  post  in  the 
celebration  of  the  day,  I  understood  that  the 
part  of  bridesman  was  to  be  allotted  to  me. 

But,  in  my  own  mind,  I  felt  convinced  that 
my  present  visit  to  Port  Royal  would  be  pro¬ 
ductive  of  some  disclosure  or  event  that  must 
powerfully  affect  my  future  life,  though 
utterly  unable  to  explain  in  what  precise  man¬ 
ner.  I,  therefore,  thanked  her  for  the  generous 
interest  she  took  in  my  unpromising  fortunes, 
and  pledged  myself  to  do  all  in  my  power. 

Indeed,  no  words  can  express  the  blessing 
which  her  reappearance  on  the  scene  of  my 
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existence  proved  to  me.  It  was  a  link  that 
restored  me  to  my  kind — tUat  convinced  me 
I  was  no  longer  that  lonely  thing,  a  being  se¬ 
vered  from  all  early  ties — that  I  had  still  some 
one  near  me  who  felt,  in  common,  an  interest 
with  those  things  that  had  interested  me  from 
my  birth  ;  and  unconnected  as  we  might  be  by 
blood,  my  heart  opened  to  my  early  friend  as 
to  a  dear  relation,  and  in  the  youthful  com¬ 
panion  of  Kathleen  I  found  and  loved  a  sister. 

“  In  sight  of  Jamaica,  sir  !”  said  my  servant, 
as  he  brought  my  shaving  water  under  the 
screened  berth  that  had  been  allotted  to  me 
beneath  the  half-deck.  It  did  not  require  a 
second  summons  to  induce  me  to  leave  my  cot 
and  hurry  upon  deck.  A  gallant  breeze  bore 
us  right  onward  for  our  mark,  under  a  press 
of  canvass  and  studding  sails,  set  below  and 
aloft. 

“  Doctor,  we  shall  soon  be  there,”  said  the 
captain,  who  had  already  risen. 

The  frigate  was  going  at  the  rate  of  ten  miles 
an  hour,  and  by  nine  o’clock  we  had  dropped 
anchor  in  the  harbour  of  Port  Royal.  Long 


THE  KAVAL  SUIIGEON. 


107 


before  tliis  I  was  readvj  at  the  first  siuTinions, 
to  depart  for  the  shore.  The  captain  had 
asked  me  to  breakfast  with  him  in  the  cabin, 
and  the  sails  had  not  long  been  furled  when 
his  gig  was  hauled  up  alongside  :  we  descended 
into  it,  and  pulled  for  the  shore. 

As  we  rowed  along,  I  looked  round  at  the 
scenes,  and  saw  the  dreaded  palisades  which  had 
engulphed  so  many  hundred  thousand  of  my 
fellow  Europeans;  but  there  was  nothing  in  the 
landscape  to  mark  this  out  as  one  of  the  nu¬ 
merous  approaches  to  the  V’^alley  of  the  Shadow 
of  Death.  On  the  contrary,  it  appeared  to  be 
one  of  those  quiet  spots  in  which,  the  turbulence 
of  men’s  passions  subsiding,  they  may  grow' 
into  a  warm  old  age. 

“  Now,”  said  Captain  Howard,  as  our  boat 
struck  the  shore,  “  criminals  such  as  we  are 
seeking,  are  generally  confined  in  a  prison,  to¬ 
wards  which  I  will  show  you  the  way.” 

“  That  will  be  the  wisest  plan,  sir,  for  fear 
of  delays;  but  the  scoundrel  in  question  is  of 
so  obstinate  and  determined  a  nature,  that  it 
would  surprise  me  but  little  w'ere  lie  resolutely 
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to  refuse  saying  one  word  on  either  of  the 
points  on  which  we  desire  his  elucidation.” 

“  Well,  we  can  but  try.  But  here  comes  an 
old  messmate  of  mine,  as  I’m  alive  !  ” 

The  gentleman  approaching  was  a  lieutenant. 
Captain  Howard  went  up  to  him,  and  asked 
some  questions,  the  answers  to  which  seemed 
to  give  great  surprise.  They  then  both  pulled 
out  their  watches.  Howard,  having  looked  at 
his,  shook  his  head,  then  turning  round,  and 
beckoning  me  to  follow  him,  set  off  running  at 
full  speed. 

“  Make  haste,  sir  !”  cried  the  lieutenant,  as 
I  followed. 

What  could  this  mean  ?  I  tried  to  overtake 
Captain  Howard,  and  know  the  cause  of  this 
extraordinary  haste;  but  the  more  I  strove 
to  overtake  him,  the  more  swiftly  ho  darted 
forward.  On  he  went — first  through  one  street, 
then  tlirough  another — the  warm  morning  sun 
coming  down  full  upon  us  at  every  heated  step 
we  took.  Still  I  could  not  come  up  with  Cap¬ 
tain  Howard.  On  he  went,  beyond  all  over¬ 
taking.  At  last  1  saw  him  turn  the  corner  of 
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a  street,  and  suddenly  halt  in  his  rapid  flight — 
as  though  subject  to  one  of  those  enchanting 
wands  mentioned  in  the  Arabian  Nights — as  if 
turned  to  stone. 

In  a  few  seconds  I  was  by  his  side. 

“What  has  happened,  sir?  What  is  the 
matter  ?” 

The  violence  of  his  running  had  deprived 
him  of  the  power  of  answering  me,  and  he  could 
only  point  upwards. 

The  motion  was  unnecessary.  An  immense 
crowd  of  people,  of  all  nations  and  all  colours, 
stood  collected  before  us,  and  my  eyes  had  in¬ 
voluntarily  sought  the  direction  to  which  Cap¬ 
tain  Howard’s  hand  would  have  directed  them. 
There — dreadful  annihilation  of  all  our  hopes! — 
were  hanging  seven  bodies,  and  in  the  centre  of 
these,  a  tall  and  muscular  corpse,  of  fearful 
power  while  yet  life  was  in  it,  marked  gut  the 
murderer  and  pirate — Donaghue.  He  had  reso¬ 
lutely  refused  to  have  any  cap  drawn  over  his 
hideous  countenance,  and  even  in  death  it 
could  not  for  a  second  be  mistaken. 

As  I  looked  at  the  sickening  sight  before  me 
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I  felt,  for  a  brief  space,  as  if  his  death  was  also 
to  be  the  signal  of  my  own,  and  that  the  powers 
of  life  were  suspended  within  me  ;  nor  was  it  till 
the  tightened  grasp  of  Captain  Howard  on  my 
arm,  and  the  low  but  reiterated  question  of, 
“  Is  he  there?”  recalled  my  attention,  that  I 
recovered  myself. 

As  soon  as  we  were  convinced  how  ineffectual 
had  been  our  haste  to  get  speech  of  one  who, 
many  minutes  since,  had  entered  on  the  last 
account  of  Time,  we  turned  to  depart,  making, 
first,  such  inquiries  as  informed  us  that  the 
trial  had  taken  place  a  few  days  before,  and  that 
fifteen  of  the  pirates,  including  Donaghue,  had 
been  sentenced  to  be  hung ;  that  seven  were  to 
be  executed  on  that  day,  and  eight  were  to 
follow  on  the  next.  That  tiie  “  first  batch,” 
as  our  informant  termed  them,  had  been  turned 
off  just  twenty  minutes  before  our  arrival. 

The  intelligence  that  such  was  likely  to  be 
the  case  was  communicated  by  the  captain’s 
friend  in  the  street,  which  had  urged  him  to 
such  speed  as  he  had  ho})cd  would  enable  him 
to  get  the  ringleader  respited  for  a  brief  time ; 
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but  with  what  want  of  success  the  reader 
knows. 

Never  since  the  day  on  which  Kathleen  was 
first  carried  from  her  home,  had  I  felt  any  dis¬ 
tress  equal  to  that  which  I  now  endured. 
Hitherto  I  had  buoyed  myself  up  with  the  hope 
of  having  at  least  the  mystery  of  her  assassina¬ 
tion  made  clear.  That  had  been  the  aim,  end, 
scope,  and  consolation  of  life ;  and  now  at  one 
fell  swoop,  with  the  unrevealing  death  of  this 
traitor,  all  had  vanished.  The  grave  had  once 
more  closed  upon  me,  and  all  for  which  I  lived. 
Xow,  then,  I  cared  not  how  soon  its  dreary 
portals  might  receive  and  shelter  so  sad  and 
worn  a  pilgrim  as  myself. 

Captain  Howard,  under  these  circumstances, 
did  all  he  could  to  cheer  me.  Perhaps,  after 
all,  Donaghue  had  made  a  confession.  The 
clergyman  who  had  attended  him  might  be 
able  to  say  something  which  would  throw  light 
on  the  dreadful  secret  which  destroyed  all  my 
peace.  W e  went  to  him.  No  ! — the  criminal 
had  died  a  Catholic — if  anything — and  we  re¬ 
paired  to  his  priest.  Tlie  priest  only  told  us 
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what  vve  knew  before ;  namely,  that  he  was  a 
good-for-nothing  fellow  —  certain,  he  said,  of 
going  to  the  worst  of  places,  since  he  was  both 
unwilling  to  confess  and  unable  to  pay.  Not 
a  mass,  he  said,  had  he  ordered  for  himself  on 
his  dreary  journey  ;  and  where  he  was  now,  or 
what  sort  of  secrets  he  had  taken  off  with  him. 
Father  Anselmo  was  quite  at  a  loss  to  know. 

Alas,  humanity  !  how  completely  was  this 
the  every-day  mockery  of  life  !  With  every 
feeling  harrowed  by  disappointment  to  the  last 
degree,  to  hear  the  fate  of  a  fellow  mortal’s  soul 
discussed  like  the  imprudence  of  some  inexpe¬ 
rienced  traveller  who  has  gone  on  to  the  next 
stage  without  ordering  post-horses  beforehand  ! 
— or  as  if  the  infamous  atrocities  of  a  whole  life 
could  at  the  eleventh  hour  be  expiated,  by  the 
giving  to  one  set  of  men,  rather  better  than 
another,  a  few  paltry  pence,  which  were  no 
longer  of  the  least  value  to  the  dying  ! 

Not  that  I  thought,  or  ever  will  think,  any¬ 
thing  intolerant  of  this  or  any  other  form  of  reli¬ 
gion.  There  is  no  creed  professed  under  heaven 
but,  to  fallible  beings  like  ourselve.s,  must  have 
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some  inconsistencies  ;  yet  I  could  not  but  won¬ 
der,  and  ever  shall,  how,  to  the  most  ordinary 
sense,  the  simple  tenets  of  the  Great  Master 
could  bear  so  strano-e  a  translation. 

O 

“  At  least,”  thought  I,  “  the  mysteries  of 
the  future  will  to  myself  be  soon  unravelled.” 

I  felt,  as  I  returned  on  board,  that  “  the  pes¬ 
tilence  which  walketh  at  noon-day  ’  had  struck 
me  down  ;  nor  could  I  feel  grieved  that  life — 
that  boon  to  many,  but  that  heavy  load  to  me — 
was  soon  to  be  laid  down ;  that  the  spirit,  re¬ 
leased  from  its  constantly  recurring  trials,  would 
be  allowed  to  possess  the  knowledge  and  the 
happiness  for  which  it  thirsted — to  enter  into 
the  fulness  and  ethereal  ecstasy  of  love  un¬ 
clogged  by  the  drawback  of  low  desires — to 
meet  with  the  emancipated  souls  of  those  for 
ever  dear — unsated  by  the  lapse  of  time,  un¬ 
checked  by  the  fear  of  dissolution — Death,  so 
dreaded  by  mankind,  could  only  force  me 
through  his  horrors  once  —  and  “  there  an 
end  !  ” 

Captain  Howard  had  remained  on  shore,  and 
sent  me  on  board  in  his  gig.  I  no  sooner  reached 


114 


THE  NAVAL  SUllGEON. 


the  deck  of  the  Epaminondas,  than  I  ordered 
my  cot  to  be  hung  on  the  main-deck,  and,  turn¬ 
ing  into  it,  sent  for  Caustic.  Having  given  him 
the  few  instructions  which  I  wished  to  be  ob¬ 
served  on  my  death,  I  held  out  my  hand,  say- 
ing- 

“  Let  me  wish  you  good-bye  before  my  mind 
fails — I  feel  it  is  going.  Everything  swims 
around  me,  and  I  am  sick  and  faint  to  the  last 
degree.” 

“  Tut,  sir!”  replied  he,  without  altering  a 
muscle,  for  with  a  strong  effort  I  fixed  my  eyes 
on  his  face  till  everything  grew  dark  and  con¬ 
fused,  “  I  shall  do  nothing  of  the  sort  what¬ 
ever.  You’ve  come  to  your  present  resolution 
in  a  hurry,  so  of  course  it  is  a  bad  one,  as  all 
hurried  matters  are.  I’d  recommend  you  to 
think  of  it  again  before  you  go.  There’s  always 
a  seat  to  be  had  in  that  coach,  by  giving  a 
trifle  or  so  to  the  guard.  For  my  part.  I’ve 
made  my  mind  up  not  to  start  yet  for  forty 
years  I  By  gosh,  sir,  it’s  the  truth  !  At 
eighty,  or  eighty-five,  I  /Hcry  be  tltinking  of  a 
move  !  ” 
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“  O,  Caustic  !  don’t  jest  with  a  dying  man  !” 

“Tut,  sir! — stuff! — trash!  I  never  jested 
yet  with  dying  or  living.  What  I  tell  you  is 
the  solemn  truth,  sir — I  only  wish  you  to  alter 
your  mind  ;  you  may  as  well  stay  where  you 
are,  as  be  off  on  a  long  journey,  because  some 
trifle  or  other  has  gone  wrong  with  you.  Tra¬ 
velling  in  moderation  is  good ;  but  when  a 
man  insists  on  setting  out  to  some  far  place, 
from  which  it  is  impossible  to  say  when  he’ll 
come  back — such  a  man,  I  say,  is  over-hasty, 
I  say,  sir,  he’s  not  considered  the  matter,  and 
that’s  just  the  matter  for  your  consideration. 
Give  me  your  pulse.” 

I  made  an  effort  to*  lift  my  arm,  but  it  fell 
powerless  by  my  side.  I  felt  some  ong  touch 
me — T  heard  voices  by  my  bedside — but  a  cui- 
rent  of  lava  seemed  flowing  through  my  brain, 
and  every  disjointed  image  presented  itself  to 
my  mind,  but  the  perception  of  what  had  be¬ 
come  of  me. 

At  a  single  glance,  Caustic’s  experienced  eye 
saw  what  had  befallen.  Over-excitement  and 
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exposure  to  the  sun  had  brought  on  an  attack  of 
yellow  fever.  Having  ordered  the  few  things 
that  were  necessary  for  me,  he  got  a  boat  from 
the  first  lieutenant,  and  after  much  trouble 
found  out  Captain  Howard. 

On  reporting  what  had  happened,  his  supe¬ 
rior  very  kindly  expressed  much  concern  ;  for, 
independent  of  any  consideration  of  myself  in¬ 
dividually,  Lady  Desmond  and  her  father  were 
at  this  very  time  on  board  the  frigate ;  and 
though  no  one  but  the  first  lieutenant,  himself, 
and  assistant,  had  any  idea  of  what  was  the 
matter,  still  the  painful  fact  must  ultimately 
reach  their  ears,  that  yellow  fever  had  broken 
out  on  board,  and  who  should  say  where  it 
would  stop?  He  might  lose  her — he  might 
lose  the  best  part  of  his  crew  before  he  knew 
where  he  was. 

“Well,  sir,”  said  Caustic,  “there’s  only  one 
good  remedy  for  all  this.” 

“  And  what  is  that?” 

“  Get  the  admiral’s  leave,  sir,  not  to  wait  for 
the  convoy,  but  put  to  sea  again  at  once  This, 
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in  all  human  probability,  will  not  only  save 
O’Donnel’s  life,  but  prevent  the  fever  spread¬ 
ing:  to  another  case.” 

“  I  wish  to  heaven  I  could,”  replied  Howard  ; 
“  but  the  admiral  here  is,  as  you  know,  that 
unmanageable  old  dog.  Sir  Ginger  Pop.  Living 
up  in  that  pen  of  his,  in  pure  air,  he  doesn’t 
seem  to  care  one  fig  who  goes  by  Yellow  Jack, 
so  long  as  he  goes  free.  He  happens  to  be  in 
town  to-day,  and  I’ve  just  seen  him.  He  was, 
or  pretended  to  be,  in  a  great  rage  that  I  did 
not  take  that  schooner.  In  answer  to  which,  I 
very  plainly  expressed  my  fears,  that  I  had 
not  as  much  Jack  Ketch  in  me  as  he  seemed  to 
require.  The  convoy  won’t  be  ready  for  a 
week  ;  and,  as  it  is,  I’ve  asked  to  be  off  on  my 
own  account  ;  for,  independent  of  every  other 
consideration,  I  wish  Lady  Desmond  to  enjoy 
as  much  of  the  summer  in  Europe  as  possible. 
Well,  just  fancy.  Caustic — the  old  hound  said 
he  could  grant  my  request,  but  he  did  not 
think  it  probable  he  should. 

“  I  asked,  ‘  Why  not  ?’ 

“  ‘  Because  he  wanted  officers  to  hold  a 
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court  of  inquiry  on  the  loss  of  the  Infernal, 
and  examine  her  late  surgeon  on  every  point 
connected  with  it.’ 

“  Now  this  was  the  very  point  of  all  others 
1  wished  to  avoid.  But  Sir  Ginger  seems  to 
have  a  natural  talent  for  hitting  his  horses  on 
a  chafed  spot.  If  there  is  one  thing  more  than 
another  you  hate,  he’s  certain  to  brush  you  up 
on  it  !  As  sure  as  fate,  he  won’t  let  me  sail — 
though  half  the  lives  of  the  crew  were  at  stake, 
much  less  that  of  O’Donnel,  against  whom — 
as  I  spoke  warmly  in  favour  of  him  I  sup¬ 
pose — he  seems  to  have  taken  the  greatest  an¬ 
tipathy.” 

“  Well,  sir,”  said  Caustic,  “  this  is  very  un¬ 
fortunate  ;  but  you  really  must  tr}-  him.  Surely 
your  representations  will  have  some  effect.^” 

“  Not  they.” 

“  How  so,  sir 

“  Because  his  interests  go  against  them.” 

“  I  can’t  possibly  see  that.  Captain  Howard.” 

“  O,  that.  Caustic,  I  can  very  soon  show  you. 
Do  you  remember  not  long  ago  hearing  some 
officers,  who  had  been  on  this  part  of  the 
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Station,  talking  about  Captain  K - ,  and 

the  astonishing  luck  he  had  in  getting  freights, 
and  any  other  good  thing  that  was  going ;  so 
that  nobody  else  could  put  in  his  claim  for  a 
share 

“  I  do,  sir.” 

“  Well,  the  murder  has  now  come  out, 
and  I  learnt  it  this  morning.  Sir  Ginger’s 
son,  you  know,  has  just  been  posted,  and  he 
came  out  here  a  supernumerary,  in  hopes  his 
father  might  be  able  to  give  him  a  good  ship. 
Now  on  what  sort  of  plan  do  you  think  that 
deep  old  boy  has  hit  to  effect  his  object  ?” 

“  Oh,  Lord  knows,  sir  !” 

“  Why,  he  fixed  on  Captain  K - ’s  frigate, 

and  sending  for  her  commander,  said  to  him, 

“  ‘  K - ,  I  want  your  ship  for  my  son.’ 

K - ,  who,  as  you  know,  is  a  wide-awake 

Scotchman,  was  rather  startled  from  his  pro¬ 
priety  at  this,  and  said  something  about  having 
misunderstood  his  admiral. 

“  ‘  That  so  good  an  officer  as  Captain  K - 

rarely  does,”  quoth  Sir  Ginger,  buttering  him 
up,  and  then  adding  a  little  jelly  to  his  butter, 
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‘  particularly  when  the  matter  is  made  worth 

his  while.’  It  was  now  K - ’s  turn  to  quicken 

up  his  senses  ;  ‘  He  didna  exactly  compre¬ 

hend.’ 

“‘Then  listen,’  quoth  Sir  Ginger.  ‘Your 
chief  object  in  keeping  command  of  your  ship 
is  to  make  money.  Now  I’ll  undertake  to  fling 
everything  in  your  way  that  I  can,  in  freights 
and  so  on  ;  provided,  that  when  you  have 
made  a  certain  sum,  you  shall  resign  your  com¬ 
mand  for  my  son.’  On  hearing  this,  Mac  pre¬ 
tended  to  be  still  very  doubtful. 

“  ‘  Come,’  said  the  admiral,  ‘  we  won’t  stint 
you  in  amount ;  say,  as  soon  as  you’ve  made 
thirty  thousand  pounds  .P’ 

“  ‘  Agreed,  sir,  agreed  !’  said  Mac,  and  that 
very  day  Sir  Ginger  set  his  machinery  in  mo¬ 
tion.  Well  might  we  wonder  at  the  Scotch¬ 
man’s  luck.  There  was  no  end  to  it  !  Thirty 
thousand  pounds  were  soon  made,  but  still  Mac 
had  an  admirable  degree  of  absence  of  mind  about 
him.  It  quite  escaped  his  memory  to  resign 
his  command  !  Sir  Ginger  gave  him  a  hint — 
Mac  didn’t  think  hints  genteel — he  never  took 
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them.  Sir  (irin^er  remonstrated — Mac  could 
na  see  the  force  of  his  objections.  Still  he 
kept  command  of  his  ship,  and  still  added  to 
his  fortune  every  penny  he  could  lay  his  hands 
on.  Sir  Ginger  was  now  getting  very  hot — 
past  boiling  heat ;  but  your  Scotch,  you  know. 
Caustic,  are  cool  fellows.  Mac  was  no  way 
moved  at  Sir  Ginger’s  heat ;  but  Pop’s  not  the 
fellow  to  be  done  by  any  one;  few  indeed  may 
wrong  him  with  impunity,  and  his  object  he 
was  determined  to  carry.” 

“  Egad  !  if  he  did,  it  does  him  credit.” 

“  Well,  you  shall  hear.  Finding  that  Mac 
would  not  quit  his  ship  by  fair  means,  Sir 
Ginger  came  to  the  resolution,  the  other  day, 
when  Mac  anchored,  of  sending  his  own  flag¬ 
ship  to  sea,  and  hoisting  his  flag  on  board 
Mac’s  frigate,  thus  keeping  him  in  Port  Iloyal 
harbour.  At  first  Mac  laughed  at  this  in  his 
sleeve,  but  Sir  Ginger  had,  I  think,  the  laugh¬ 
ing  side  of  it.  By-and-bye  the  yellow  fever 
broke  out  on  board.  The  ship’s  crew  and  offi¬ 
cers  died  off*  pretty  briskly.  Mac  took  lodg¬ 
ings  on  shore,  and  began  to  look  out  for  the 
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return  of  the  old  flag-ship.  She  never  came,  but 
instead  thereof  a  written  order  from  the  ad¬ 
miral,  stating  that,  “  In  consequence  of  the 
dreadful  ravages  of  the  yellow  fever  requiring 
the  greatest  vigilance  and  strictest  discipline 
on  board  the  frigate,  the  flag-captain  is  ordered 
on  no  account  to  sleep  out  of  the  flag-ship  till 
further  orders.”  Mac  was  now  fairly  put  to 
it :  he  thought  it  was  better  to  march  off  with 
thirty  or  five-and-thirty  thousand  in  a  whole 
skin,  than  wait  till  Yellow  Jack  had  put  him 
beyond  the  power  of  enjoying  any  of  it.  The 
day  after  this  order,  therefore,  he  resigned. 
This  was  yesterday  ;  Sir  Ginger’s  son  was  ap¬ 
pointed  last  night ;  and  I  hear  the  frigate  is 
to  sail  to-morrow  for  a  long  cruise,  to  blow  the 
remains  of  Yellow  Jack  from  on  board.  Now 
my  only  fear  is  that  we  shall  be  kept  here, 
to  receive  Sir  Ginger’s  most  diabolical  flag ; 
in  which  case  I  suppose  the  land-crabs  will 
get  the  better  part  of  us.  Indeed,  as  he 
wishes  to  send  his  son  to  sea  to-morrow, 
there  can  scarcely  be  a  doubt  that  this  was  the 
reason  why  he  so  positively  refused  my  re- 
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quest  to  go  to  sea  myself  to-day.  Now  I’ll 
be  off  to  him  once  more,  and  try  what  your 
report  will  effect.” 

“  Not  much,  sir,  I  fear,  under  all  the  circum¬ 
stances  you  mention  ;  but  if  not,  depend  upon 
it  the  mischief  w'on’t  end  here.” 

“  Very  well,”  said  the  captain,  “  get  you  on 
board,  and  I’ll  come  and  report  what  success  I 
have.” 

With  this  they  parted  ;  Caustic  for  the  Epa- 
minondas,  Captain  Howard  for  the  admi¬ 
ral.  In  an  hour  and  a  half  the  latter  was  on 
board  again  ;  Lady  Desmond  and  her  father 
had  been  inquiring  for  him,  and  in  expectation 
of  his  return  had  delayed  their  landing. 

Caustic  was  walking  the  quarter-deck  when 
the  captain  arrived  ;  and  he  saw  at  once,  by  the 
countenance  of  the  latter,  that  affairs  had  not 
gone  smoothly,  for  Howard  seemed  in  a  greater 
rage  than  any  one  on  board  ever  remembered  to 
have  seen  him  before.  Caustic,  of  course,  waited 
till  he  should  be  sent  for.  The  captain,  how¬ 
ever,  at  once  espied  him  at  the  other  end  of 
the  quarter-deck,  and,  without  speaking  a  word. 
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strode  up  to  his  side.  With  an  oath,  not  of 
the  most  respectful  kind  towards  Sir  Ginger, 
he  said,  “  I’ve  seen  the  admiral,  Doctor,  and 
it’s  just  as  I  feared  !  Here  we  are  to  stick, 
and  no  doubt  to-morrow  will  bring  us  orders 
to  hoist  Sir  Ginger’s  flag.  Now,  what,  in 
the  name  of  fortune,  are  we  to  do  ?  I  don’t 
know  that  vve  have  any  way  of  helping  our¬ 
selves.” 

“  O,  by  gosh,  though,  yes  we  have;  trust 
me,  sir,  for  that  ! — Only  what  I  would  do,  and 
what  you  may  choose  to  do,  are,  perhaps,  two 
different  things  !” 

“Not  they,  doctor;  I  feel  so  savage  with 
that  iron-hearted  old  dog,  I  could  do  anything.” 

“  Very  good,  sir,  you  have  but  to  risk 
your  commission,  and  the  thing’s  done.  To¬ 
wards  midnight,  when  the  breeze  freshens  off 
the  land,  if  your  cable  only  shoifld  happen  to 
snap,  you  can’t  help  drifting  out  to  sea,  you 
know,  sir.” 

“  No  ;  and  by  all  that’s  good,  I’ll  do  it  ! — if 
only  to  enjoy  turning  the  tables  on  old  Sir 
Ginger  ” 
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In  pursuance  of  these  intentions,  some  ex¬ 
cuse  was  made  for  detaining  Lady  Desmond 
and  her  father  on  board ;  all  the  necessaries 
and  luxuries  required  to  supply  us  on  the  pas¬ 
sage  to  Barbadoes  were  hastily  and  quietly  got 
on  board,  and  at  half-past  two  o’clock  in  the  morn¬ 
ing,  when  the  land  breeze  was  at  its  height,  tlie 
cable  of  the  Epaminondas  was  cut,  the  foretop¬ 
sail  silently  sheeted  home,  and  a  final  adieu 
bidden  to  Port  Royal  and  Sir  Ginger  Pop. 

“  Will  he  not  be  in  a  rage  when  he  finds  him¬ 
self  outwitted  ?”  said  Captain  Howard  to 
Caustic,  as  they  stood  leaning  at  the  capstan. 

“  I  hope  so,  sir,”  replied  the  surgeon,  very 
gravely  ;  “  or  half  the  good  of  your  departure 
is  lost  on  him  !” 

“  D’ye  think  he’ll  try  me  by  a  court-martial  ?” 

“  Not  he,  sir  ;  admirals  never  try  honourables 
by  courts-martial.  They  know  very  well  it’s 
no  use  if  they  do  ;  in  a  well-regulated  navy  you 
might  stand  a  chance  of  it,  sir.” 

“  Thank’ye,  doctor,  for  the  compliment ;  as 
Ollapod  says  in  the  Poor  Gentleman,  ‘  I  owe 
ye  half  a  one  but  what  d’ye  say  to  Lord  Tor- 
rington’s  brother — Byng  ?” 
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“  Quite  a  ditferent  thing  !  Honourables  in 
the  navy  may  not  be  amenable  to  justice ;  still 
you  know,  sir,  they  may  be  murdered  as  w'ell  as 
other  men. 

By  eight  o’clock  of  the  morning  on  which  the 
Epaminondas  left  Port  Royal,  four  more  cases 
of  fever  broke  out  on  board,  one  of  these  in  the 
person  of  Captain  Howard ;  and  the  other  three 
amonar  the  men.  Two  of  these  last  soon  ter- 

o 

minated  fatally.  Captain  Howard,  myself,  and 
the  third  seaman  recovered. 

Lady  Desmond’s  father,  having  unluckily 
learnt  what  the  disease  really  was,  did  every¬ 
thing  in  his  power  to  fall  a  victim  to  it — namely, 
by  working  himself  up  to  such  a  pitch  of  fear  and 
frenzy,  that  he  seemed  almost  inclined  to  walk 
overboard,  in  order  “  to  avoid  the  contagion  ” 
of  a  disease  that  was  not  contagious.  Taking 
the  most  extreme  measures  he  possibly  could,  he 
barricadoed  himself  within  the  after-cabin,  al¬ 
lowing  no  one  to  come  near  him  but  his  own 
physician,  whom  he  had,  therefore,  prohibited, 
under  pain  of  his  heaviest  displeasure,  from 
attending  either  Captain  Howard  or  myself.’’ 
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“So,”  as  Caustic  added,  “though  he  took 
the  least  wise  precautions  for  his  own  life,  he 
took  the  very  best  for  yours !” 

To  this  plague-like  seclusion  he  wished  also 
to  subject  Ida,  but  she,  spurning  the  idea, 
would  allow  no  entreaties  to  dissuade  her  from 
watching  over  Captain  Howard’s  couch  ;  and  as 
we  were  both  placed  under  one  large  skreen  on 
the  main-deck,  I  also  shai’ed  her  care.  This  was 
at  last  repaid  :  untouched  by  a  single  fear  for 
herself,  she  saw  us  both  come  round  once  more  to 
strength  and  health  under  her  tender  nursing. 

In  a  pliant  hour  I  afterwards  drew  from  Caus¬ 
tic — stoic  as  he  pretended  to  be — the  admission 
that  some  of  the  happiest  hours  of  his  life  were 
passed  by  our  cots  during  that  illness,  talking 
and  reading  to  the  young  peeress,  and  inspiring 
her  with  hope  to  bear  up  under  the  horror  of 
that  calamity  which  threatened  her.  No  human 
lips  could  speak  more  strongly  in  praise  of  any 
created  being  than  did  he  of  her,  while  every 
afternoon  she  rewarded  his  assiduity  by  walking 
with  him  for  an  hour  in  the  cool  of  sun-down, 
on  the  quarter-deck,  while  his  patient  slept. 
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Nor  was  this  a  period  of  unmixed  suffering 
even  to  her  ;  no  one  was  ever  blessed  with  the 
soeiety  and  conversation  of  that  gifted  being, 
without  being  sensible  that  they  had  beside 
them  a  most  unrivalled  companion.  The  im¬ 
mense  fund  of  knowledge  accpiired  by  Caustic’s 
constant  reading,  poured  forth  by  an  unfailing 
memory,  and  enriched  by  the  play  of  a  most 
fertile  imagination,  the  drollery  of  his  manner,  his 
assumed  dogmatism,  and  the  original  light  in 
which  every  subject  was  sure  to  sparkle  under 
his  handling,  can  never  be  forgotten  by  those 
who  were  so  happy  as  to  break  through  the 
reserve  with  which  his  genius  was  shrouded  — 
a  modesty  only  too  sincere  for  the  advancement 
of  himself  and  the  delight  of  others. 

As  I  returned  to  life,  I  became  sensible  how 
all  my  obligations  to  this  noble  fellow  were  re¬ 
doubled  ;  for,  not  content  with  having  restored 
my  physical  frame,  he  was  unceasing  in  his 
efforts  to  console  that  mental  anguish,  for 
which  a  fresh,  and,  if  possible,  a  deeper  cause, 
had  arisen  in  the  death  of  Donaghue. 
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CHAPTER  VII. 


See  !  on  the  horizon’s  verge — a  sail  !  a  sail ! 

Danger  is  near — let  not  your  spirits  fail ! 

For  some  weeks  we  had  proceeded  on  our 
voyage  with  every  favourable  circumstance. 
IVI  ore  than  a  fortnight  had  elapsed  since  our 
quitting  Barbadoes :  Howard,  whose  attack  of 
fever  had  proved  so  slight  as  almost  to  raise  a 
doubt  if  it  came  under  the  “  yellow”  denomi¬ 
nation,  had  already  persisted  in  returning  to 
his  duty,  while  consciousness  and  mental  power 
had  once  more  begun  to  rally  in  my  own 
brain,  when,  on  the  morning  of  a  brilliant 
day,  sunrise  found  us  becalmed.  The  sea 
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was  one  glassy  surface  of  shining  silver,  dot¬ 
ted,  at  long  and  distant  intervals,  with  the 
hulls  of  several  vessels,  whose  canvass,  hanging- 
in  dark  melancholy  folds,  proclaimed  them  fel¬ 
low  sufferers  under  the  same  want  of  breeze. 
The  heat  was  of  course  excessive ;  and  al¬ 
though  awnings  were  spread  over  the  ship’s 
decks  to  every  possible  extent,  and  water  was 
thrown  upon  them  every  two  hours,  the  heat 
nevertheless  caused  the  pitch  so  to  work  out 
of  the  calking  seams,  that  the  promenade  be¬ 
came  more  like  a  walk  upon  cobbler’s  wax  than 
aught  beside. 

The  day  passed  in  the  perpetual  use  of  the 
long  telescope,  to  descry,  if  possible,  when  the 
breeze  was  coming.  But  though  sharp  eyes 
gazed  long  and  most  intently  for  every  dark 
])atch  in  the  horizon  that  could  announce  its  ad¬ 
vent,  nothing  was  to  be  seen  but  the  unbroken 
surface  of  the  polished  water,  like  a  magic  ring 
of  silver,  gigantic  in  its  dimensions,  and  distress¬ 
ing  in  its  power,  but  still  presentingasight  whose 
sublime  beautyall  were  forced  to  acknowledge. 
The  second  day  of  calm  arose,  and  all  hands  hav- 
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ing  retired  to  I’est  with  the  perfect  belief  that  a 
fresh  breeze  would  startup  at  daybreak,  were  not 
a  little  mortified  at  finding  themselves  exactly  in 
the  same  position,  the  day  equally  fine,  and  the 
air  equally  unmoved.  Objurgations,  wishes, 
hopes,  and  fears  might  now  all  have  been  pro¬ 
cured  at  the  cheapest  ratio  upon  the  decks  of  the 
Epaminondas,  as  the  vexatious  delay  tended  to 
consume  those  fresh  provisions  which  the  officers 
had  brought  on  board  as  a  sea-stock,  but  which 
were  rapidly  diminishing  before  they  could  get 
to  another  port.  Even  the  gentle  Desmond 
gazed  with  astonishment  upon  the  scene 
around,  and  having  asked  how  long  this  calm 
was  likely  to  endure,  and  being  told  that  a  calm 
sometimes  lasted  for  weeks,  replied  with  all 
the  horror  she  could  express — 

“Why,  the  summer,  then,  will  be  over  before 
we  get  back  to  Europe ;  if  these  are  calms,  I 
should  prefer  a  storm,  so  that  it  came  the  right 
way.” 

“  Ah,”  replied  Howard,  whose  wishes  quite 
kept  pace  with  her  expectancy,  “  that’s  a  new 
way  of  wishing  for  a  more  favourable  breeze  ; 
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hut  for  my  part  I  shall  think  we  are  extremely 
lucky  if  we  get  back  to  Europe  by  the 
spring.” 

Young,  however,  as  the  Viscountess  might  be 
in  nautical  matters,  she  had  sense  enough  to  scout 
any  such  apprehension  as  this,  and  boldly  pro¬ 
phesied  thatabi’eeze  would  come  for  her  especial 
delight  on  the  following  morning  at  daybreak. 

Day  had  scarcely  dawned  when  a  stir 
was  heard  among  the  officers  on  deck,  and 
the  lieutenant  of  the  watch  came  running  down 
to  inform  Captain  Howard  that  a  ripple  on 
the  horizon  was  just  discovered  in  the  south¬ 
west,  indicating  the  approach  of  a  strong 
breeze. 

“  Make  all  sail  as  soon  as  ever  it  comes  up 
with  us  !”  was  Howard’s  ready  reply;  and  in  a 
few  minutes  afterwards  I  heard  him  jump  out 
of  his  cot,  and  knock  against  the  cabin  bulk 
head,  outside  which  his  own  convalescent  berth 
had  been  temporarily  built,  crying  as  he  did  so, 

“  1  say,  little  Desmond,  there’s  your  breeze 
come  to  order  at  last.” 

Whether  “little  Desmond”  heard  this  touch- 
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ing  appeal,  I  know  not — no  answer  was  re¬ 
turned  ;  but  in  a  few  minutes  I  heard,  from  my 
side  the  ship,  a  deep  sepulchral  rumbling  noise 
which  I  judged  to  come  from  “little  Desmond’s” 
father,  whose  noble  throat  most  directly  pro¬ 
ceeded  to  exclaim, 

“Very  improper  of  Captain  Howard,  this 
sort  of  noise  so  early  in  the  morning.” 

In  a  few  minutes  down  came  the  lieutenant 
of  the  watch  again. 

“  Captain  Howard  !” 

“  Well.” 

“  Breeze  to  windward  coming  down  very  fast 
sir.” 

“  Glad  to  hear  it.” 

“  Yes,  sir,  but  there  are  five  strange  sail 
coming  down  with  it.” 

“  What  are  they 

“  Can’t  make  them  out,  sir.” 

■  “  What  size  do  they  appear  to  be.''” 

“Why,  as  yet,  sir,  they  don’t  rise  higher, 
from  our  masthead,  than  the  second  reef  of 
their  topsails ;  but  they’re  coming  down  under 
all  sail,  and  they’re  either  line-of-battle  ships 
or  enormous  frigates — I  can’t  say  which.” 
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“Do  they  show  any  bunting?’’ 

“  None,  sir.” 

“  Neither  will  we ;  I’ll  be  on  deck  in  a  fev/ 
minutes.” 

The  lieutenant  retired  ;  and  the  captain,  who, 
it  would  seem,  had  still  been  proceeding  witii 
his  toilet,  rapped  again  at  his  mistress’  cabin, 
summoning  her  thus — 

“  I  say,  little  Desmond  !  did  you  order  down 
five  sail  of  the  line  together  with  the  breeze 
this  morning  ?”  No  answer  was  returned ; 
“  because,  if  you  did.  I’ll  thank  you  to  let  me 
know  whether  they  are  British  boys  or  French¬ 
men  ?” 

“  Frenchmen  !”  growled  the  peer  on  my  side 
of  the  house  ;  “  they  can’t  be  Frenchmen  !” — as 
if  it  were  utterly  impossible  that  five  sail  of 
the  French  line  should  dare  to  come  within  an 
observable  distance  of  so  illustrious  a  personage 
as  himself. 

“  The  devil  they  can’t  be!”  returned  Howard, 
popping  out  ready  dressed  for  the  deck  ;  “but 
I  can  tell  you,  Mr.  Viscount,  that  you’ll  stumble 
on  a  very  different  story  when  the  long  thirty- 
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twos  come  rattling  down  upon  you.  I  hope 
you  are  I'cady  to  turn  out  at  a  minute’s  notice, 
and  clear  for  quarters  ?” 

“  Turn  out,  Captain  Howard !”  said  the 
peer,  with  that  grave  deliberation  between 
every  word  that  marked  his  lordship’s  sense  of 
the  extreme  atrocity  of  such  a  proposition  ; 
“It  is  utterly  impossible,  Captain  Howard, 
that  I  can  rise  at  such  an  hour  ! — you  know 

very  well  that  my  physician - ” 

“Oh!  your  physician  be  - ,”  muttei’ed 

Howard,  sotto  voce — then  aloud,  “  Well,  well, 
my  lord,  there’s  no  occasion  to  be  disturbed  ; 
only  I  must  send  in  eight  of  the  seamen  to  work 
that  gun  in  your  berth.” 

“  Really,  Captain  Howard,  I  can’t  pos¬ 
sibly  allow  them  to  come  in  here.” 

“  O,  very  well !  just  tell  them  so,  will 
you,  my  boy  ?  you’ll  find  them  the  softest 
creatures  in  the  world  and  chuckling  to 
himself  at  the  strong  affinity  that  would  be 
found  between  his  silken,  selfish  lordship  and 
half  a  dozen  tarry-breeched  Irng-tailed  tars. 
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away  went  the  gallant  but  thoughtless  Howard 
to  the  quarter-deck. 

T  often  used  to  think  what  could  be  the  cap¬ 
tain’s  motive  for  teasing  the  tetchy  fool  who  was 
to  be  his  father-in-law  ;  since  one  would  natu¬ 
rally  have  imagined  that  it  was  his  interest 
to  be  on  the  most  unbroken  terms  with 
him.  But  whether  our  friend  felt  confident 
of  having  fixed  the  lady  immovably  to  his 
side  of  the  question,  and  so  delighted  in  a 
quiet  revenge  on  the  man  who  had  done  all  he 
could  to  thwart  the  match,  I  could  not  very 
readily  discover ;  perhaps,  after  all,  his  badi¬ 
nage,  annoying  as  it  must  often  have  proved  to 
its  victim,  was  the  mere  effervescence  of  those 
high  spirits  wliich  felt  the  necessity  of  gam¬ 
bolling  with  something,  though,  like  a  kitten,  it 
should  be  but  a  mere  ball  of  cotton. 

Captain  Howard  had  scarcely  gained  the  deck 
five  minutes,  when  a  sudden  concussion  above 
shook  the  frigate  as  if  beam,  plank,  and  carline 
were  all  coming  in  together.  This  was  one  of 
the  quarter-deck  guns,  which  the  mischievous 
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commander  had  caused  to  be  fired  directly  over 
the  head  of  his  future  father-in-law. 

“  O  this  will  drive  me  mad  !”  I  heard  the 
ill-used  peer  exclaim,  as  soon  as  the  rumble  of 
the  gun  allowed  anything  to  be  distinguished  ; 
while,  however  improper,  I  confess  that  I  lay 
enjoying  the  fun  of  the  peei'’s  distress,  in  the 
most  acute  and  agreeable  manner.  I  had  al¬ 
ways  heard  him  from  m3'  childhood  described 
as  one  of  those  vain,  punctilious  simpletons  who, 
])ossessed  of  every  possible  opportunity  of  en¬ 
joyment,  and  the  means  of  creating  and  extend¬ 
ing  the  enjoyments  of  others,  contrive  never¬ 
theless,  by  their  own  excessive  folly  and  ill- 
regulated  minds, —  if,  indeed,  their  directing 
power  can  be  dignified  by  such  a  title — not 
only  to  insure  the  misery  of  themselves,  but  to 
inflict  an  ecpial  degree  of  wretchedness  on  every 
other  being  round  them.  Such  people,  there¬ 
fore,  as  they  make  themselves  objects  of  dislike 
to  all  around  them,  may  be,  and  are,  the  most 
legitimate  causes  of  laughter  and  ridicule  for 
tlie  world  at  large. 

While  I  was  pondering  on  these  several  mat- 
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ters,  and  questioning  in  my  own  mind  how  far 
fate  would  carry  the  annoyance  of  the  noble  lord, 
the  distant  roll  of  heavy  guns  to  windward 
came  pealing  down  upon  us  with  a  low  and 
ominous  thunder ;  and  before  any  observation 
could  be  made  upon  its  occurrence,  or  specula¬ 
tion  ventured  as  to  its  cause,  the  short  quick 
tap  upon  the  drum,  that  calls  the  crew  of  a 
man-of-war  to  an  issue  of  life  or  death,  to  con¬ 
quer  or  die,  realized  the  issue  foretold  by  Cap¬ 
tain  Howard  in  the  beat  to  quarters. 

Although,  at  the  time  the  drum  sounded,  at 
least  one  half  of  the  ship’s  company  were  soundly 
locked  in  sleep,  the  echo  of  that  short  brief  note 
had  scarcely  died  away  when  the  main-deck 
was  absolutely  swarming  with  the  eager  sea¬ 
men,  all  striving  who  should  be  the  first  to 
second  the  efforts  of  their  gallant  captain  in 
achieving  fresh  conquests.  In  a  few  seconds 
two  or  three  of  the  carpenter’s  crew  had  al¬ 
ready  gathered  at  the  captain’s  door,  waiting 
to  get  in  and  take  down  the  bulk-heads,  so 
as  to  render  efficient  the  service  of  the  guns. 
Knowing,  however,  that  the  captain’s  friends 
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slept  there,  they  waited  the  appearance  of  the 
steward  to  summon  the  sleepers,  before  they  en¬ 
tered  on  their  unceremonious  duties.  In  a  few 
minutes  that  functionary  arrived ;  and  after 
exhibiting  great  distress  on  the  occasion,  and  im¬ 
ploring  the  carpenter,  if  possible,  to  spare  the 
repose  of  the  honoured  inmates  till  the  last 
moment.  Chips,  as  the  carpenter  is  generally 
called,  in  consideration  of  the  Viscountess  Des¬ 
mond  being  betrothed  to  the  skipper,  con¬ 
sented  to  give  the  parties  within,  a  few  minutes 
extra  preparation ;  and  meanwhile  repaired  to 
some  other  post  till  this  grace  had  expired. 

Lady  Desmond’s  maid  now  made  her  appear¬ 
ance,  in  a  due  state  of  fainting  and  trepida¬ 
tion.  In  reply  to  the  steward’s  inquiries  of  whe¬ 
ther  she  had  yet  awoke  her  ladyship,  the 
damsel  replied — 

“  Lady  Desmond  is  not  only  awake,  but 
already  dressed  an  assurance  scarcely  uttered 
before  the  beautiful  object  of  it  glided  from 
the  cabin,  all  smiles  and  confidence ;  and  tak¬ 
ing  the  arm  of  her  servant,  repaired  in  person 
to  the  quarter-deck,  to  examine  into  the  cause  of 
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confusion  : — a  show  of  readiness  and  courase 

O 

that  immediately  gained  for  her  the  very  high¬ 
est  opinion  among  the  men,  who  were  already 
prejudiced  in  her  favour  ;  as  Captain  Howard, 
either  fabulously  or  not,  had  expressed  to 
his  coxswain  his  hopes  that  his  men  would  be 
on  their  best  behaviour  during  the  voyage 
home,  as  Lady  Desmond  had  refused  to  take  a 
passage  in  his  ship,  unless  he  would  promise 
that  no  punishment  should  take  place  while  she 
remained  on  board.  Tlie  oentleness  of  feeling 
exhibited  in  this  furtherance  of  humanity,  com¬ 
bined  with  her  readiness  to  face  danger  and 
annoyance  when  her  lover’s  duties  called  him 
into  action, — a  crisis  at  which  many  women 
would  have  sought  to  show,  and  still  more, 
perhaps,  have  been  unable  to  conceal  their 
affection,  by  endeavouring  to  keep  the  object 
of  it  out  of  an  engagement ; — all  together  told 
in  so  decided  a  manner  among  the  seamen,  that 
her  extreme  beauty  was  hardly  needed  to 
make  them  regard  lier  as  a  kind  of  angel,  ex¬ 
pressly  intended  to  reward  so  gallant  a  fellow 
as  their  captain.  It  must  be  confessed  that 
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when  Howard,  who  was  busily  engaged  in 
reconnoitPi'ing  the  approaching  squadron  of  the 
enemy,  turned  round,  beheld  the  lovely  being 
whom  solicitude  for  himself  had  been  the  chief, 
and  her  own  curiosity  the  alleged  cause  of  her 
venturing  upon  deck,  a  sparkleof  something  more 
than  ordinary  pleasure  lit  up  his  animated 
countenance ;  he  seemed  to  gaze  with  a  de¬ 
light,  calculated  at  once  to  excite  the  envy  and 
the  melancholy  of  all  that  vvitnessed  it,  at  the 
glorious  bloom  of  health  and  delight  that 
crimsoned  those  fair  cheeks  in  the  congenial 
rays  of  the  rising  sun,  and  gave  to  those  blue 
eyes  a  brilliancy  and  intelligence  almost  more 
than  human. 

“  See,  wicked  prophet,  what  your  unlawful 
arts  have  brought  us !”  said  Howard,  seizing 
the  hand  of  his  lady  love,  and  pressing  it  to 
his  lips  with  all  the  devotion  of  a  paladin, 
or  some  modern  revival  of  that  glorious  Eng¬ 
lish  hero,  Sir  Philip  Sidney ;  —  would  that 
the  breed  had  not  become  so  very  nearly  ex¬ 
tinct  ! 
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“  What  then  do  you  mean  to  say  those  ships 
are?”  demanded  Lady  Desmond. 

“  Why,  fair  sorceress,  I  suppose  I  owe  it  to 
your  wish  to  have  a  laugh  at  me,  for  the  truth 
is,  they  form  a  very  large  and  formidable  squa¬ 
dron  of  the  enemy  ;  and  instead  of  having  the 
pleasure  of  showing  you  how  well  my  crew 
can  do  their  duty,  by  taking  a  prize  in  ho¬ 
nour  of  our  fair  passenger,  the  force  of  the 
foe  is  so  excessive,  I  fear  no  alternative  is  left 
me  but  that  of  ingloriously  running  away.” 

“  And  living  to  fight  another  day.” 

“  Precisely.” 

“  Well,  then,  most  noble  captain,  I  am  ex¬ 
tremely  glad  to  hear  it,  for  that  is  just  what  I 
should  have  desired  ;  and  as  to  your  taking  a 
prize,  that  is  looked  upon  with  great  disdain 
by  me,  having  myself  captured  an  English 
post-captain  of  some  ability  in  the  art  of  de¬ 
fence  ;  a  feat  which  you,  strive  as  you  might, 
can  never  hope  to  pass.” 

This  little  piece  of  flattery,  it  is  needless  to 
add,  was  received  by  the  object  of  its  applica- 
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tion  with  all  the  delight  a  compliment  by  a 
beautiful  woman  never  yet  failed  to  convey.  On 
the  opposite  side  of  the  deck  one  of  the  midship¬ 
men,  trusting  to  the  captain’s  example,  and  the 
fact  of  the  first  lieutenant  being  wholly  engrossed 
by  the  duties  of  the  ship,  was  very  busy  reassur¬ 
ing  tbe  trembling  lady’s  maid,  who  had  con¬ 
sented  for  a  while  to  waive  all  her  apprehensions 
of  French  cannon-balls,  for  a  few  minutes’  ttte- 
a-tete  with  the  Adonis  of  the  midshipmans’ 
berth. 

Unfortunately,  however,  both  the  lady  and 
her  swain  had  calculated  without  their  host; 
for  while  Mr.  Midshipman  Smith’s  arm  wan¬ 
dered  round  the  waist  of  Mrs.  Abigail  Jones, 
who  should  come  upon  deck  but  the  Lord 
Desmond  i  The  carpenter’s  crew  had  finally 
succeeded  in  dislodging  his  lordship  from  his 
cot,  despite  of  all  his  noble  protests;  and  he 
came  upon  deck  faint  and  dying  for  an  op¬ 
portunity  of  finding  fault  with  somebody,  he 
cared  not  whom,  for  doing  something  he  cared 
not  what.  The  fact,  therefore,  of  seeing  a  mid- 
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shipman  with  his  arm  round  the  waist  of  his 
daughter’s  lady’s  maid  was  almost  as  great 
a  delight  to  him  as  a  sudden  promotion  to 
the  English  peerage.  The  midshipman  was 
beyond  his  spleen,  at  least  in  a  direct  way  ; 
but  the  unfortunate  damsel  was  fully  in  his 
power,  and  of  this  circumstance  he  appeared 
determined  to  make  her  perfectly  aware.  Start¬ 
ing  back  several  paces,  he  exclaimed,  with  a 
show  of  the  utmost  horror, 

“  Jones,  can  it  be  possible  I  am  really 
surprised  at  your  indecency.” 

Now  this  was  said  in  a  tone  purposely  in¬ 
tended  for  Captain  Howard’s  ears  ;  and  the 
ingenious  Smith,  thoroughly  aware  of  the 
intention,  and  but  too  much  alive  to  the  pro¬ 
bability  of  its  taking  effect,  certainly  made  a 
bold  stroke  to  rescue  from  the  consequences  of 
her  little  penchant  the  object  of  his  regards. 
Mr.  Midshipman  Smith  was  blessed,  as  most 
midshipmen  very  fortunately  are,  with  a  large 
share  of  that  valuable  commodity  wliich  timid 
fools  have  conspired  to  call  impudence.  Smith 
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had  proved  tlie  true  nature  of  his  upon  many 
a  dilemma  ;  he  knew  the  exact  value  of  every 
grain,  and  now  resolved,  with  equal  boldness 
and  science,  on  administering  a  large  dose  to 
that  nervous  invalid  Lord  Desmond.  Raising 
his  voice  so  as  to  drown  the  querulous  peer’s, 
Smith  quickly  relinquished  the  waist  of  the 
too  tender  waiting-maid,  and  advancinoj  before 
her  with  a  low  bow,  and  speaking  as  if  be  were 
addressing  some  one  in  the  main-top,  he  prof¬ 
fered  the  telescope  which  he  held  in  the  other 
hand,  saying, 

“  Did  your  lordship  ask  for  a  glass  to  look 
at  the  enemy?  You  can  see  them  very  plainly 
now;  even  from  tlie  quarter-deck  their  lower 
yards  are  visible.”  But  Lord  Desmond  was  too 
knowing  in  the  art  of  tormenting  his  inferiors 
to  be  so  easily  driven  from  his  prey.  Waving 
off  the  glass  with  one  hand,  and  pointing 
to  the  delincpient  soubrette  \^  ith  the  other,  he 
replied,  in  a  tone  that  Captain  Howard  could 
not  fail  to  catch, 

“  All  that  I  require  of  gentlemen  in  your 
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rank  is,  that  you’ll  be  kind  enough  to  keep 
your  arms  from  my  servants’  waists.” 

“  My  lord  !”  exclaimed  the  conscious  Smith, 
with  as  complete  a  scenic  start  of  surprise  as  if, 
within  the  whole  limits  of  his  nautical  experi¬ 
ence,  he  had  never  yet  heard  of  such  a  thing 
being  done,  or  even  attempted. 

“  Hallo,  what’s  the  matter  ?”  cried  Howard, 
quickly  turning  round,  and  in  reality  enjoying 
his  noble  father-in-law’s  disgust. 

“  The  matter,  Captain  Howard  !”  said  the 
peer,  with  as  solemn  an  aspect  as  might  have 
served  the  managers  of  an  impeachment  to  copy, 
foroverwhclmingdignity  and  importance; — “  the 
matter.  Captain  Howard,  is  this — your  mid¬ 
shipmen  are  far  too  familiar  with  my  servants.” 

“  Which  of  them,  my  lord  ?  You  really 
shock  and  surprise  me,”  answered  the  noble 
captain,  in  the  same  mock  heroic  style. 

“  That  is  the  young  gentleman,”  said  his 
lordship,  pointing  out  the  culprit ;  “  I  found 
his  arm  round  my  servant's  waist.” 

“  How  dare  you  put  your  arm  round  his 
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lordship’s  servant’s  waist  ?  I’m  quite  shocked  at 
vou,  sir !  Don’t  you  know  the  impropriety  of 
such  proceedings  ?”  Here  Howard  had  a  very 
severe  struggle  to  keep  from  laughing,  and 
having  successfully  gained  the  point  of  gravity, 
he  continued  in  a  low  tone,  “  Go  to  the  main- 
topmast  head.” 

“  Ay,  ay,  sir,”  said  the  unabashed  midship¬ 
man  ;  and  then  watching  his  opportunity,  when 
his  superior’s  looks  were  turned  another  way, 
he  drew  towards  him  the  astounded  and  ter¬ 
rified  sonhrette,  and  snatching  a  couple  of 
kisses,  bounded  off  into  the  rigging  like  a  mon¬ 
key.  Before  he  had  proceeded  a  dozen  steps, 
Howard  turned  to  Lady  Desmond,  and  whis¬ 
pered  in  her  ear,  “  Call  him  down,  call  him 
down.”  Her  ladyship  was  not  slow  in  taking 
the  hint,  and  waving  her  little  hand  and  raising 
her  treble  voice,  she  cried,  “  Come  down,  Mr. 
Smith.” 

Mr.  Midshipman  Smith,  who  had  too  fine 
an  ear  for  music  not  to  have  heard  entirely 
every  word  she  spoke,  quickly  replied,  “  Ay, 
ay,  my  lady  and  in  a  few  minutes  he  was 
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once  more  standing  on  the  quarter-deck,  and 
touching  his  liat  to  the  somewliat  astonislied 
and  by  no  manner  of  means  highly-pleased 
viscount. 

“  There’s  a  pretty  piece  of  mutiny  on  board  !’’ 
cried  Howard,  pretending  great  astonishment 
at  the  culprit’s  reappearance  on  deck  ;  and  then 
turning  to  his  lordship — “  You  see,  my  lord, 
when  women  get  into  a  ship,  more  especially 
if  they  reach  the  penetralia  of  the  captain’s 
cabin,  how  little  anything  like  discipline  can  be 
cared  for.” 

“  I  see,  sir,”  said  his  lordship,  very  stiffly  ;  add¬ 
ing,  as  he  walked  away,  “  and  I  heard,  sir,  also.” 

At  this  instant  a  random  shot,  fired  at  great 
elevation,  struck  the  heel  of  the  mizen-topmast, 
and  though  utterly  beyond  the  power  of  doing  in¬ 
jury  to  any  one,  it  nevertheless  scattered  over 
the  quarter-deck  such  a  host  of  chips,  that  Lord 
Desmond,  seizing  his  daughter’s  arm,  insisted 
on  her  retirino;  below.  As  Howard  himself 
seconded  this  request  in  the  warmest  manner, 
the  noble  pair,  arm-in-arm,  descended  to  the 
sun-room ;  where  secins  the  table  laid  out 
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with  all  Caustic’s  amusing  apparatus,  his  lord¬ 
ship,  whose  nerves  were  not  of  the  most  robust 
nature,  was  very  glad  to  avail  himself  of  the 
accommodation  which  had  been  prepared  in  the 
bread-room,  where  Howard  had  ordered  seve¬ 
ral  mattresses  to  be  laid  out,  to  supply  the 
want  of  sofas  ;  and  stretched  on  these,  amid 
some  tons  of  weevily  biscuit,  his  lordship  list¬ 
ened  to  the  war  that  raged  overhead. 

Fortunately  for  liim,  however,  this  was  not 
destined  to  be  very  extensive  ;  for  when  Howard 
found  that  he  was  chased  by  a  small  squadron 
of  the  enemy’s  line-of-battle  ships,  he,  albeit 
most  unwillingly,  spread  as  large  a  show  of  can¬ 
vass  as  his  swift  frigate  would  bear,  and 
rapidly  began  to  leave  the  squadron  of  the 
enemy  behind.  One  seventy-four  alone  seemed 
to  possess  the  art  of  going  througli  the 
water  at  railroad  speed,  got  ahead  of  her  own 
squadron,  and  kept  up  the  chase  with  so  much 
vigour,  that  Howard  had  nearly  made  up  his 
mind  to  some  little  skirmish  with  the  “indivi¬ 
dual,”  as  Mr.  Historian  James  calls  a  single 
line*of-battle  ship.  From  this  mad  piece  of 
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daring  he  was,  however,  in  some  degree, 
dissuaded  by  the  reasoning  of  his  officers, 
who,  reminding  him  of  the  difference  of  the 
weather  between  the  present  period  and  that 
at  which  he  had  so  successfully  attacked  and 
maimed  the  seventy-four,  induced  him,  very 
unwillingly,  at  least  to  postpone  his  contem¬ 
plated  amusement  until  the  night  might  furnish 
him  with  some  additional  advantage,  from  the  size 
of  the  enemy’s  hull  as  compared  with  his  own. 

Scarcely  had  this  point  been  gained  by  the 
first  lieutenant,  when  a  strange  sail  was  descried 
on  the  horizon  standing  towards  the  Epaminon- 
das.  This  soon  proved  to  be  the  English  sixty- 
four  gun  ship  Diadem.  On  seeing  tliis  vessel 
hoist  English  colours,  the  Frenchman  very  pru¬ 
dently  crowded  all  sail  and  stood  away. 

It  was  now  Howard’s  turn  for  pursuit,  which 
he  immediately  commenced,  making  divers 
and  stimulating  signals  to  the  Diadem,  indica¬ 
tive  of  his  wish  for  a  fight.  But,  in  the  first 
place,  the  French  seventy-four  had  got  far  too 
great  a  start  of  them,  for  any  but  the  san¬ 
guine  Floward  to  anticipate  coming  up  with 
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her ;  and,  secondly,  the  commander  of  the 
Diadem  had  on  his  shoulders  the  weight  of 
some  five-and-thirty  winters  more  than  the 
youthful  chief  of  the  Epaminondas.  Much 
to  the  disgust  of  the  latter,  the  Diadem 
made  signal  to  discontinue  chase,  and  speak 
the  senior  officer.  As  there  was  no  evading 
this  command.  Captain  HoAvard  reluctantly 
shortened  sail,  and  bore  down  towards  the  sixty- 
four,  Passing  under  her  stern,  the  commander 
of  the  Diadem  appeared  on  the  poop  of  his 
own  ship,  with  the  speaking  trumpet  in  his 
hand,  and  a  face  that  looked  like  the  iced  con¬ 
tents  of  a  bottle  of  port  wine.  With  a  voice 
that  might  have  rivalled  any  one  of  the  bulls  of 
Bashan,  he  bellowed  out, 

“  Captain  Howard,  come  on  board.” 

“  Ay,  ay,  sir,  ”  replied  Howard,  very 
sulkily ;  for  not  only  did  he  feel  very  angry 
at  not  being  allowed  to  have  what  he  called 
a  slap  at  the  enemy,  but  he  most  especially 
dreaded  receiving  orders  that  might  inter¬ 
fere  with  his  proceeding  direct  to  England. 
However,  he  had  no  alternative,  and  scarcely 


15-2 


THE  NAVAL  SURGEON. 


any  consolation,  except  swearing  most  heartily 
at  the  Diadem’s  captain,  and  slowly  proceed¬ 
ing  on  board.  As  his  gig  left  the  frigate  for 
the  sixty-four,  another  left  the  latter  for  the 
former,  and  while  the  boats  crossed,  the  captain 
of  the  Diadem  hailed  to  know  whether  the  Epa- 
minondas  still  had  onboard  an  assistant  surgeon 
named  O’Donnel.  The  first  lieutenant  replied 
that  I  had  been  promoted,  but  did  happen  to 
be  on  board,  taking  a  passage  home.  The 
captain  of  the  Diadem  then  said  he  had  sent 
on  board  some  letters  and  a  passenger. 

“  A  passenger  !”  muttered  the  first  lieutenant, 
“  who  the  devil  can  he  be  ?  How  much  more 
lumber  are  we  to  stow  away  ?” 

The  passenger,  however,  came  ;  and  to  me 
proved  to  be  a  most  melancholy  and  important 
one  ;  his  name  was  Macguire,  and  he  was  an  offi¬ 
cial  messenger  sent  out  to  require  my  return  to 
Ireland,  to  give  evidence  in  a  case  of  murder. 

“  Ajrainst  whom  asked  the  first  lieutenant, 
utterly  ignorant  of  my  history,  and  perfectly 
taken  by  surprise. 

“  Affainst  his  father,  Sir  Maurice  O’Donnel 
of  county  - ”  replied  the  official. 


THE  NAVAL  SUllGEON. 


153 


“  O,”  said  the  first  lieutenant,  “  this  must 
be  a  mistake ;  there’s  no  son  of  a  Sir  Maurice 
O’Donnel  on  board  here,  that  I  ever  heard  of : 
the  gentleman  that  bears  the  same  name  in 
this  ship,  is  delirious  with  yellow  fever :  you’ll 
be  able  to  ffet  nothina;  out  of  him.  But  I 
fancy  beyond  the  name  there’s  no  connexion 
between  them.” 

“  Sir,  I  hope  you  don’t  mean  to  oppose  or 
mislead  me  in  the  execution  of  my  duty;”  re¬ 
turned  the  official,  getting  very  angry. 

“  No,  sir  ;  why  the  devil  should  I 

“  That  I  can’t  say  ;  I  only  know  that  I  have 
made  no  mistake.” 

Here,  luckily.  Caustic  made  his  appearance  on 
deck,  and  the  first  lieutenant,  asking  him  if  he 
knew  anything  of  his  late  assistant’s  private 
history,  he  was  enabled  at  once  to  put  an  end 
to  all  further  debate,  by  stating  that  Mr.  Mac- 
guire  was  right  in  supposing  tliat  his  mission  re¬ 
lated  to  me  ;  that  the  accused  gentleman  was 
my  father,  and  that  a  desire  to  trace  out  the 
truth  of  the  dark  transaction  in  question,  formed 
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tlie  leading,  and  indeed  only  object  of  my  life. 
He  then  requested  to  know  how  the  fact  had 
been  more  fully  traced  to  Sir  Maurice,  he. 
Caustic,  having  understood  that  the  baronet,  on 
a  former  occasion,  had  been  discharged,  from  an 
insufficiency  of  evidence. 

“  Only  one  link  was  wanting  before,  sir,” 
said  the  messenger,  “  though  I  admit  a  most 
material  one  :  that  link,  accident  has  now  sup¬ 
plied.” 

“  What  is  it  eagerly  demanded  Caustic 
and  the  first  lieutenant. 

“  The  discovery  of  IMiss  Kathleen  O’Donnel’s 
skeleton  !”  was  the  conclusive  reply. 

The  messenger,  now  sure  that  he  had  accom¬ 
plished  the  most  tedious  part  of  his  duty — the 
discovery  of  myself — and  greatly  rejoicing  that 
he  was  spared  his  visit  to  a  spot  which  he  con¬ 
ceived  to  be  the  fountain-head  of  yellow  fever 
— Port  Royal ;  lost  no  time  in  changing  from 
the  Diadem  to  the  Epaminondas.  A  berth 
and  hammock  were  allotted  to  his  use,  and 
himself  placed  in  the  midshipmen’s  mess. 
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When  I  recovered  sufficiently  to  be  informed 
of  what  the  future  had  in  store,  it  was  here 
that  I  found  this  bird  of  ill  omen,  and  from  his 
lips  received  a  confirmation  of  my  worst  fears. 
After  all  I  had  suffered,  I  hardly  thought  such 
an  aggravation  of  the  past  was  possible.  Every 
wound  seemed  to  have  opened  afresh,  and  one, 
if  not  deeper,  yet  full  as  deadly,  was  added  to 
the  number. 

To  what  a  scene  was  I  now  hastening  !  A 
father’s  trial  !  a  lover’s  grave  !  the  bleached 
and  desecrated  bones  of  a  murdered  mistress, 
and  the  discovery  and  execution  of  the  assassin 
in  the  person  of  my  only  surviving  relative — a 
relation  who,  in  all  probability,  was  to  die  the 
death  of  a  felon  by  my  evidence  —  the  evi¬ 
dence  of  his  son  ! 

After  an  unusually  prosperous  voyage,  we 
arrived  at  Cork.  Here  Lady  Desmond,  who 
kindly  seemed  to  share  in  all  my  griefs,  set  off 
with  her  father  for  their  estate  in  our  neiffh- 
bourhood.  Captain  Howard,  now  made  a 
baronet  for  his  gallant  destruction  of  the  French 


156 


THE  NAVAL  SURGEON. 


seventy-four,  resigned  his  command,  and  Caustic 
generously  invalided  on  half-pay,  that  he  might 
he  at  hand  to  render  any  service  to  me  that 
my  unfortunate  position  might  require. 

Officers  being  appointed  to  the  frigate,  to 
fill  up  the  vacancies  thus  occasioned,  the  Epa- 
minondas  sailed  for  Plymouth.  With  the 
addition  of  Macguire,  the  number  of  our  party 
novv  amounted  to  four,  and  in  a  couple  of 
post-chaises  we  started  for  the  country  town 

of - .  Having  all  taken  lodgings  together 

on  our  arrival,  the  first  step  was  to  acquaint 
the  authorities  with  my  return  to  Ireland,  and 
of  the  death  of  Donaghue. 

The  assizes  were  to  be  held  on  the  week 
following;  and,  on  receiving  these  intimations, 
the  Secretary  of  State  caused  the  name  of  Sir 
Maurice  O’Donnel  to  be  placed  in  the  calendar 
of  trials,  for  the  murder  of  Kathleen  O'Donnel, 
his  niece. 

In  looking  back  from  succeeding  years  at 
this  truly  horrible  epoch  of  my  life,  I  have  ever 
marvelled,  not  with  less  thankfulness  than 
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surprise,  at  the  trials  which  human  reason  is 
capable  of  enduring.  From  the  moment  of 
earliest  dawn  to  midnight — from  midnight 
throughout  the  long  tedious  hours  of  darkness, 
till  day  returned  once  moi'e — every  thought  and 
feeling  remained  upon  the  rack — questioning 
whether  it  was  possible  that  humanity  could, 
in  a  man  of  education  and  refinement,  sink  to  so 
low  a  pitch  as  to  allow  of  his  becoming  the 
murderer  of  his  own  fair  kinswoman — a  gentle, 
lovely  creature,  whose  look  alone  had  won  all 
hearts,  and  even  to  speak  rudely  to  whom,  would 
have  marked  a  man  as  possessing  but  little  of  the 
character  of  a  gentleman.  Again  and  again  I  re¬ 
solved  that  it  must  be  utterly  out  of  the  question 
— impossible  !  the  mere  delusion  of  some  wild, 
excited  dream  of  fancy  and  apprehensive  fond¬ 
ness  ! 

Then  a^ain  before  me  rose  the  damninir 

O 

proofs! — Could  anything  be  stronger,  unless, 
indeed,  the  dead  bones  should  speak  ! — was  any 
one  link  wanting  ^  Even  let  me  try  to  make  the 
case  as  clear  against  Sir  Maurice  as  possible 
— where  could  I  add  one  tittle  to  the  evidence, 


158 


THE  NAVAL  SURGEON. 


to  give  it  greater  weight  than  it  already 
'possessed 

No,  the  thing,  was  beyond  my  power !  and 
however  strong  the  abstract  argument  mightbeof 
gentlemanlike  feeling  and  refined  education,  one 
single  fact  was  more  unanswerable  than  all  the 
theories  in  the  world.  Then  what  should  be 
my  conduct  towards  him  ?  Before  trial  it  was 
the  wish  of  both  of  us  not  to  meet.  But  sup¬ 
pose  that  awful,  that  terrible  scene  endured  ! — 
passed — gone  through — suppose  that  the  father, 
on  his  own  child’s  evidence,  was  condemned  ! — 
should  I  then  meet  him  ?  And  how  ?  He,  the 
adjudged  murderer  of  my  mistress — Kathleen, 
the  gentle,  the  bright,  the  excellent! — She  who 
was  dearer  to  my  soul  than  any  father  could 
ever  be  ! — Could  I  approach — could  I  give  my 
hand  to  the  man  who  coolly  and  remorselessly 
struck  down  that  beauteous  flower  — The  man 
of  blood  and  violence  ! — The  human  butcher  ! 
who  imbrued  his  hands  in  the  gore  of  a  help¬ 
less,  an  innocent,  perhaps  a  confiding  relation, 
because  the  uncontrollable  impulse  of  destiny 
impelled  her  to  regal’d  his  son  F  O  impossible  ! 
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Asain,  how  could  he  look  on  me  ?  He  who 
had  so  lately  stood  in  the  dock,  his  whole  soul 
hanging  on  my  lips  !  his  eyes  unalterably  fixed 
on  mine — I,  who  would  neither  give  him  word 
nor  look — I,  by  whose  testimony  he  was  doomed 
—  proud,  haughty,  and  high-born — to  the 
gallows  ?  I  who,  with  all  this  impendent  on 
a  father’s  head,  would  not  swerve  to  save 
the  author  of  my  own  existence  ! — nor  model 
the  smallest  word  to  soften  the  horrors  of 
disgraceful  death  to  him  who,  humanly  speak¬ 
ing,  was  the  giver  of  life  to  me — who  once,  in  his 
own  stern  way,  had  loved — perhaps  even  now 
still  loved  me  ? 

These  thoughts  were  madness  ! — and  this 
madness  had  influenced  me  unceasingly  for  days, 
and  nights,  and  weeks,  and  months  together  ! 
But  the  torture  was  drawing  to  its  climax — 
the  horrors  that  surrounded  me  were  slowly 
encircling  the  victim  in  their  vortex  !  They 
must  soon  cease  either  to  affect  me — or  I — or 
he — or  they — must  cease  to  be  ! 
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CHAPTER  VIII. 


“To  be,  or  not  to  be — that  is  the  question.” 

Hamlet. 

The  day  of  trial  at  length  arrived.  Since  the 
hour  of  five  o’clock  the  various  entrances  to 
the  court  had  been  crowded  with  people  of  all 
classes.  Bribes  to  an  almost  incredible  extent 
were  offered  for  seats,  to  hear  the  trial  in  the 
body  of  the  court ;  and  the  utmost  influence  was 
used  with  the  various  officers,  sheriffs.  Sec.,  for 
the  same  purpose.  At  nine  o’clock  the  court 
was  opened.  Tlie  judge  soon  entered,  and  the 
prisoner  was  placed  at  the  bar. 

It  was  nearly  five  years  since  I  had  last  seen 
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Sir  Maurice.  Had  I  taken  the  lapse  of  time, 
from  the  execution  it  had  done  upon  his  pale 
forehead  and  wasted  figure,  I  should  have  called 
it  neai'er  five-and-twenty.  But  though  con¬ 
siderably  fallen  off  in  that  manly  beauty  which 
had  ever  distinguished  him,  still  he  stood 
calm  and  unruffled  under  the  dreadful  scrutiny 
his  appearance  called  forth — a  noble  ruin  of 
past  grandeur — supported  by  a  lofty  pride, 
which  not  all  the  ignominy  of  that  hour  could 
bear  down. 

His  face  was  pallid  in  the  extreme.  Con¬ 
finement  had  caused  his  features  to  grow  more 
angular  and  prominent,  but  had  failed  to  bend 
his  stately  carriage ;  and  he  stood  in  the  mur¬ 
derer’s  dock  as  firmly  and  composedly  as  when 
charging  his  country’s  enemies  at  the  head  of 
his  regiment.  Slowly  his  large  blue  eyes  wan¬ 
dered  round  the  intensely  crowded  court,  not 
as  if  in  search  of  any  one,  but  rather  trying  to 
read  the  thoughts  of  those  who  were  gazing  at 
him.  Alas  !  he  saw  no  kindly  looks  of  sym¬ 
pathy  to  call  forth  his  gratitude  in  return  ;  and 
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the  gaze  of  curiosity  and  abhorrence  he  an¬ 
swered  with  defiance  and  disdain. 

For  a  moment  his  eye  caught  mine;  I  felt 
the  recreant  blood  forsake  my  cheek  ;  but  he 
appeared  not  to  recognise  me  by  look  or  sign, 
and  rapidly  passing  on  in  his  glance  to  the 
judge,  made  a  profound  bow,  and  applied  for 
and  took  his  seat  on  the  chair  placed  for  him. 

The  jury  were  next  sworn,  and  the  clerk  of 
the  court  proceeded  to  read  the  indictment. 
The  prisoner  was  now  called  upon  to  plead ; 
and  in  the  most  emphatic  manner  he  replied  to 
the  summons,  “Not  Guilty.” 

A  dead  silence  ensued,  broken  only  by  the 
ominous  rustling  of  the  brief  leaves  of  the 
counsel  for  the  prosecution,  as,  with  the  assist¬ 
ance  of  his  glasses,  he  referred  to  some  parti¬ 
cular  passage.  After  a  slight  pause  the  learned 
gentleman  rose,  and  turning  first  to  the  bench, 
and  then  to  the  jury,  proceeded  to  open  the  case. 

“  May  it  please  your  Lordship  ;  Gentlemen 
of  the  Jury  ; — there  are  many  of  you,  doubt¬ 
less,  now  present  in  the  box  before  me,  who 
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have  so  often  discharged  the  onerous  duty  again 
imposed  upon  you,  that  the  assurance  of  the 
present  case  being  the  most  sad  of  our  mourn¬ 
ful  experience,  may  for  a  moment  seem  hack¬ 
neyed  and  stale.  Session  after  session — assize 
succeeding  to  assize  —  has  heard  the  same 
melancholy  story  and,  with  each  individual 
case  of  felonious  bloodshed,  you  have  been 
called  upon  afresh  to  consider  the  trial  im¬ 
pending  as  the  most  important  and  singular  of 
your  lives. 

“  For  once,  gentlemen,  this  assertion  be¬ 
comes  unnecessary.  A  single  glance,  a  mo¬ 
ment’s  reflection,  will  tell  you  that  you  are 
now  to  bear  part  in  an  investigation  such 
as  scarcely  ever  has  been,  and  I  firmly  but 
humbly  trust  in  God  never  again  may  be 
witnessed,  in  a  British  court  of  judicature. 
Upon  that  bench,  sacred  to  justice,  you  have 
often  seen  seated,  in  administration  of  the 
laws,  the  distinguished  but  unfortunate  in¬ 
dividual  who  now, — alas  !  temporihus  muta- 
tis !  —  stands  in  the  criminals’  dock  before 
you,  charged  with  the  revolting  crime  of 
murder ! 
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“As  counsel  for  the  prosecution,  you  are 
aware  that  it  is  my  duty  to  refrain  from  any 
language  likely  to  inflame  your  minds,  by 
painting  in  terms  of  abhorrence  a  guilt  not  yet 
proved.  On  the  contrary,  you  must  impera¬ 
tively  discard  every  prepossession,  either  for 
or  against  the  prisoner,  prior  to  your  entering  on 
this  trial.  The  mind  of  a  juror  should  be  as  a 
blank  sheet  of  paper ;  on  that  is  to  be  set  the 
simple  facts  judicially  disclosed  to  him,  and 
nothing  more.  From  these  the  balance  must 
be  struck,  regardless  to  which  side  it  may  in¬ 
cline.  Not  a  single  iota  beyond  the  pale  of  this 
court  must  enter  into  the  calculation,  and 
Mercy  only  is  privileged  to  claim  the  benefit  of 
a  doubt.  It  is  a  beautiful  part  of  our  laws, 
gentlemen,  and,  with  such  an  instance  before 
us,  well  may  we  temper  judgment  with  dis¬ 
cretion,  and  make  every  possible  allowance  for 
the  frailty  of  the  human  heart.  When  men  of  the 
prisoner’s  condition  are  placed  in  such  a  situa¬ 
tion,  who  may  not  have  cause  for  humility  in 
the  future  !  That  any  doubt  should  arise  in  the 
present  case,  is,  I  fear,  not  very  probable ; 
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for  I  cannot  conceive  anything  more  strong — 
unless,  indeed,  it  should  be  ocular  evidence, — I 
cannot  conceive  anything  more  strongly  pre¬ 
sumptive  of  the  deed  into  which  we  are  to  in¬ 
quire —  more  perfectly  corroborated  one  part 
by  another — than  the  consecutive  series  of 
facts  and  testimonies  that  it  will  now  be  my 
heavy  task  to  lay  before  you. 

“  It  is  just  barely  possible  that,  in  despite  of 
the  overwhelming  presumptive  evidence  that 
militates  against  the  prisoner  at  the  bar,  our 
fallible  senses  may  be  mistaken  and  misled. 
Should  such  be  the  case,  there  lives  not  upon 
earth  one  man  wlio  will  more  deeply  than  my¬ 
self  rejoice  in  his  approved  innocence.  For 
the  sake  of  justice  and  of  humanity,  for  the 
sake  of  our  counti’y  and  its  annals,  I  would 
esteem  it  as  the  greatest  blessing  that  at  this 
minute  could  befall  us  ;  for  the  sake  of  himself 
and  his  family,  as  well  as  for  the  sake  of 
yourselves,  gentlemen,  and  all  who  now  hear 
me,  I  would  say  that  a  greater  cause  for  re¬ 
joicing  than  the  withdrawal  of  the  bloody 
veil  of  mystery  overhanging  the  fate  of  this 
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poor  deceased  girl,  never  yet  was  granted  to 
the  anxious  inquirers  after  truth. 

“  1  have  been  led  into  these  remarks,  by 
feeling  how  just  it  is,  gentlemen,  that  you 
should  be  shown  the  opposite  side  of  that  dark 
picture,  which  I  must  gradually  unfold  to  you; 
even  though  this  light  and  sunny  aspect  may 
prove,  as  1  fear  it  must,  to  have  been  drawn  by 
fancy  only,  and  be  found  in  reality  utterly  desti¬ 
tute  of  any  firmer  or  more  solid  existence.  What 
the  prisoner  at  the  bar  may  have  to  urge  in 
his  defence,  when  the  trial  ai'rives  at  that 
stage  which  will  place  it  in  his  power  to  ad¬ 
dress  you,  I  know  not.  His  reputation  for 
varied  knowledge  and  abilities  is  upon  I’ecord  ; 
at  the  sternest  juncture — the  most  awful  crisis 
of  his  life,  doubtless,  these  will  not  fail  him. 
To  the  impassioned  eloquence  and  specious  rea¬ 
soning  of  the  orator — the  fine-drawn  argument 
of  the  logician  —  the  finished  thesis  of  the 
scholar — you  may  be  prepared  to  listen  ;  but 
the  clear  simple  tale  of  innocence,  bursting 
like  a  noble  torrent  over  all  opposing  bounds, 
and  sweeping  down  every  obstacle,  as  it  rolls 
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resistless!}’  onward  to  the  sea — the  mighty  sea 
of  truth  ;  this,  however  earnestly  we  may 
pray  for  it,  I  strongly  apprehend  we  must  not 
expect  to  hear. 

“  But,  whatever  may  be  his  defence,  artful 
or  artless,  I  will  at  once  proceed  briefly  to 
capitulate  those  facts,  which,  by  their  weight 
upon  your  minds  must  either  save  or  take  the 
life  of  the  prisoner  before  you. 

“  Sir  Maurice  O’Donnel  is,  as  you  have  been 
already  told,  a  baronet;  and  was  a  magistrate  in 
this  county,  holding  a  commission  as  a  colonel 
in  His  Majesty’s  service,  although  having  for 
some  years  past  retired  on  half  pay.  The  pri¬ 
soner  was  the  only  child  of  the  late  Sir  Clan- 
dyne  O’Donnel.  Having  chosen  the  army  for 
his  profession,  the  prisoner  entered  that  ho¬ 
nourable  service,  and  in  one  of  many  actions  in 
which  he  had  the  good  fortune  todistinguish  him¬ 
self,  became  indebted  for  his  life,  under  peculiar 
circumstances  of  devotion,  to  another  officer  of 
the  same  name,  to  whom  he  had  previously  been 
much  attached,  and  whom  he  gratefully  adopted 
as  a  brother,  and  rewarded  by  the  gift  of  a  small 
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estate.  After  many  years  passed  in  honour  in 
various  climates,  theprisoner  at  the  bar  obtained 
the  rank  of  colonel  by  purchase,  his  adopted  bro¬ 
ther  that  of  major  by  purchase  also.  They  were 
still  young  men,  having  barely  attained  the  age 
of  five-and-thirty  ;  and  possessing  a  taste  for  re¬ 
tirement,  and  cultivated  minds  which  enabled 
them  to  sustain  as  well  as  to  enjoy  it,  they 
mutually  agreed  to  go  upon  the  half- pay  list, 
and  retire  to  Castle  Maurice  in  this  beautiful 
county.  Here,  resolved  to  content  themselves 
with  limited  revenues,  living  only  for  themselves 
and  their  dependents,  each  selected  at  leisure 
such  a  union  for  the  future,  as  might  most 
conduce  to  tranquillity  and  domestic  happi¬ 
ness. 

“  I  certainly  may  err  in  my  estimate,  but,  for 
my  own  part,  I  do  not  know  that  I  ever  met 
a  more  perfect  instance  of  true  philosophy  than 
this  step.  It  had  within  its  scope  the  attain¬ 
ment  of  no  foolish  —  no  false  ^ambition.  It 
evinced  a  deep  knowledge  of  human  life,  and 
the  better  part  of  it  was  wise  and  virtuous  in 
all  its  bearings.  It  was  beneficial  in  all  its 
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tendencies,  and  while  we  cannot  but  entertain 
sincere  regret  at  the  non-attainment  of  the  end 
proposed,  neither  can  we,  for  the  sake  of  our 
country  forbear  to  wish  that  such  views  were 
more  frequent  among  our  higher  ranks. 

“For  sometime  everything  promised  to  realise 
those  anticipations  which  the  bi’others  had 
formed.  The  amusements  and  pursuits  of  coun¬ 
try  gentlemen  filled  up  their  time,  and  that 
affectionate  sympathy  which  had  marked  all 
their  preceding  lives,  seemed  in  no  way  dimi¬ 
nished  at  this  period  of  them.  Two  years  af¬ 
ter  their  having  tlius  taken  possession  of  Cas¬ 
tle  Maurice,  the  prisoner  at  the  bar  married, 
and  brought  home  his  bride ;  within  another 
twelvemonth  he  had  a  son  and  heir. 

“  Now,  gentlemen,  one  would  have  thought 
that  if  anything  could  have  disturbed  their  har¬ 
mony,  it  would  have  been  this  event,  which 
thus  suddenly  cut  off  from  the  adopted  bro¬ 
ther  all  prospect  of  any  further  worldly  ad¬ 
vantage  from  his  friend.  So  far,  however, 
from  this  being  the  case,  the  attachment  of  the 
former  seemed  to  be  redoubled.  No  one  could 
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be  more  partial  to  the  child  or  to  its  mother ; 
while  he  became  even  more  inseparable  from 
the  father  than  before.  A  second  son  was 
born,  gentlemen,  whose  most  disastrous  for¬ 
tune  it  will  be  to  give  evidence  before  you 
this  day.  Still  the  friendship  between  these 
brothers  in  arms  knew  no  abatement.  In¬ 
deed,  so  far  from  it,  the  contemplation  of,  and 
sympathy  with,  his  benefactor’s  happiness  deter¬ 
mined  the  younger  of  the  two  also  to  seek 
the  quiet  delight  of  married  life ;  and  having 
fixed  his  affections  on  a  lady  in  the  neighbour¬ 
hood,  the  daughter  of  a  landed  proprietor,  he 
became  united  to  her,  the  Colonel  performing 
at  the  wedding  the  parallel  part  to  that  his 
junior  officer  had  on  a  similar  occasion  per¬ 
formed  for  him. 

“  AVith  all  these  changes  of  establish¬ 
ments,  which  you,  as  men  of  the  world,  well 
know  form  some  of  the  most  severe  trials  to 
friendship,  even  when  cemented  by  the  ties  of 
blood,  the  affection  of  the  adopted  brothers 
survived,  and  they  continued  to  make  one  happy 
household  at  Castle  IMaurice. 


THE  NAVAL  SURGEON. 


ITl 


“  The  family  of  the  elder  O’Donnel,  the  pri¬ 
soner,  now  had  no  further  increase ;  that  of  the 
younger  had  ;  his  wife,  with  whom  he  lived  most 
happily,  having  borne  him  three  sons  in  suc¬ 
cession.  About  this  time  an  opportunity  of¬ 
fered  the  younger  officer,  of  procuring  his 
promotion  to  the  rank  of  colonel  by  a  short 
service;  and  he  accordingly  set  off  to  Eng¬ 
land  for  that  purpose,  leaving  his  wife  under 
the  care,  and  at  the  seat,  of  his  friend,  from 
whom  through  life  he  had  scarcely  ever  enter¬ 
tained  a  divided  thought.  At  this  time  he 
would,  it  was  conjectured,  remain  away  not 
more  than  twelve  months  ;  six  months,  however, 
had  scarcely  elapsed,  when  he  returned, — with 
his  promotion,  it  is  true,  gentlemen,  for  he 
was  now  Colonel  O'Donnel,  but  in  all  other 
respects  most  sadly  altered.  There  was  evi¬ 
dently  a  mystery,  and  a  fearful  one ;  and  it 
seemed  to  influence  him  immediately  he  set  his 
foot  in  the  dwelling  where  he  had  hitherto  en¬ 
joyed  such  unrivalled  confidence  and  affection. 
Be  it  what  it  may,  it  left  him  a  broken¬ 
hearted  man. 
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“  The  bai'onet  was  not  at  the  castle  when 
Colonel  O’Donnel  came  back  to  Ireland  ;  he 
had  gone  to  Dublin  on  a  short  visit ;  and 
without  waiting  for  his  return,  the  colonel  hired 
a  house  in  the  adjoining  county,  and  removing 
at  once  thither  with  his  wife,  she  was  there 
confined  of  a  girl,  afterwards  known  as  Miss 
Kathleen  O’Donnel,  with  whose  murder  the  pri¬ 
soner  at  the  bar  stands  charged  before  you 
this  day.  And  now,  gentlemen,  over  this  ancient 
and  once  cheerful  family  there  seems  to  have 
been  thrown  the  net  of  some  dreadful  destinv, 
from  whose  entangling  meshes  they  have  never 
since  been  able  to  set  themselves  free.  The 
tie  that  once  existed  between  the  adopted 
brothers  seemed  suddenly  by  some  extraor¬ 
dinary  means,  to  have  been  severed.  The  wife 
of  the  colonel  lay  in,  and  the  confinement,  a 
most  severe  one — cost  the  unfortunate  lady  her 
life.  But  neither  the  baronet  nor  his  lady 
stepped  forward  to  relieve  the  drooping  widower 
of  his  motherless  child  ;  that  was  left  to  the 
care  of  a  hired  nurse,  who,  however  affection¬ 
ate,  could  scarcely  be  expected  to  view  it  witli 
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tlie  fond  attention  to  be  looked  foi-  from  those 
connected  by  the  dear  ties  of  long  cemented 
friendship. 

“  From  this  time,  gentlemen,  no  recognition 
past  between  the  dissevered  friends.  The 
widower  followed  alone,  with  his  children,  the 
body  of  bis  late  wife  to  her  grave.  Within  a 
brief  twelvemonths  death  once  more  claimed 
his  tribute  from  among  them,  and  the  pri¬ 
soner’s  wife  died  also.  One  would  have  thought 
that  death,  which  softens  or  dissolves  most  ani¬ 
mosities,  would  with  the  greater  ease  have 
produced  this  effect  upon  men,  whose  lives 
had  given  such  repeated  proofs  of  their  attach¬ 
ment.  But,  whatever  might  have  been  the 
secret  of  their  quarrel,  it  was  fated  to  go  down 
with  horror  and  violence  to  the  tomb. 

“  Five  years  had  elapsed  since  the  baronet 
became  a  widower,  and  in  the  solitude  of 
his  own  castle  he  continued  to  rear  up  the 
two  boys  whom  his  wife  had  left  to  him. 
The  chief  amusement  of  the  baronet  and  his 
friend  before  their  estrangement  had  been 
stag-hunting;  and  this,  each  in  his  own  path 
continued  to  follow.  As  there  were  more 
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than  one  or  two  packs  of  dogs  devoted  to  this 
field  exercise  in  their  neighbourhood,  they  were 
enabled  to  do  so  without  meeting:  which,  since 
the  time  of  the  colonel’s  setting  off  for  England, 
they  had  never  done.  From  an  attachment  to 
the  old  baronial  dress,  I  must  tell  you  that 
some  few  country  gentlemen  at  that  time  still 
continued  to  wear  the  couteau  de  chasse,  or 
short  hunting-sword,  and  among  these  were 
the  brother  officers.  It  so  happened  that  one 
day  in  the  hunting  season  two  stags  were  to 
throw  off  for  separate  packs.  The  prisoner  at 
the  bar  rode  to  field,  and  towards  the  end  of  a 
hard  day’s  run,  the  approach  of  a  violent  storm 
drove  him  for  shelter  to  a  peasant’s  hut. 

“  Having  dismounted,  and  tied  up  his  horse  in 
the  best  shelter  he  could  find,  he  entered  the 
labourer’s  cottage  to  dry  his  feet  at  the  peat 
fire.  While,  however,  in  the  very  act  of  so 
doing,  he  heard  the  clatter  of  approaching 
horse-hoofs,  as  some  brother  hunter  paced  up 
to  share  his  refuge.  In  full  expectation  of 
seeing  some  county  acquaintance,  he  advanced 
to  the  door,  and  waited  till  his  fellow-guest 
should  enter.  Hearing  a  heavy  footstep,  he 
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retreated  to  give  room,  and  by  the  dim  liglit 
of  the  smouldering  peat,  distinctly  recognised 
his  adopted  brother.  I  will  not  attempt  to 
detain  you  with  any  minutiae  of  that  sad 
meeting;  it  resulted  in  an  instantaneous  quar¬ 
rel,  a  personal  contest,  and  the  death  of  Colonel 
O’Donnel  by  the  prisoner  at  the  bar. 

“  These  melancholy  facts,”  resumed  the 
counsel,  after  a  slight  pause,  “  are  told  to  you 
on  no  hearsay  evidence ;  they  came  out  in  the 
most  authentic  form  at  the  inquest,  which, 
being  held  on  the  dead  body  of  Colonel 
O’Donnel,  acquitted  the  prisoner  of  any  felo- 
nous  intent.  All  of  which  will  be  duly  tendered 
to  you  in  evidence. 

“  I  should  esteem  myself  very  fortunate,  if 
the  duty  1  have  here  to  discharge,  permitted 
me  to  abstain  from  mentioning  facts  that  may 
not  at  first  seem  connected  with  this  case. 

“  But  it  is  one  entirely  of  circumstantial 
evidence,  in  which  the  various  parts  are  so 
fine,  though  each  is  so  fully  dependant  on  that 
which  went  before,  that  to  omit  one  were  to 
destroy  all. 
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“  It  is  a  family  transaction  throughout,  and 
it  would  be  as  unfair  to  you,  to  ask  your  ver¬ 
dict,  without  giving  you  an  explanation  of  the 
circumstances  under  which  the  family  have 
been  placed,  as  it  would  have  been  cruel  and 
unjust  to  the  prisoner  to  declare  him  guilty  of 
murder  before  the  body  of  the  deceased  had 
been  found.  To  resume : — On  the  death  of 
Colonel  O’Donnel  his  children  were  removed 
to  the  residence  of  their  maternal  grandfather, 
dist.snt  only  a  few  miles  from  Castle  Maurice. 

“For  some  reason  best  known  to  himself,  the 
baronet  had  charged  his  sons  never  to  cultivate 

O 

the  acquaintance  of  the  children  of  the  deceased 
colonel.  But  female  youth  and  beauty  issue  com¬ 
mands  also  ;  these,  however  silent  in  their  utter¬ 
ance,  possess  a  potency—  I  should  more  aptly 
describe  their  power  by  calling  it  a  spell — in 
comparison  with  which  the  fiats  of  the  most 
despotic  monarch  are  but  matters  of  self-agency 
and  free-will.  The  prisoner’s  younger  son,  by 
some  chance-meeting,  encountered  the  daughter 
of  Colonel  O’Donnel,  and  at  their  first  interview 
there  sprung  iiji,  on  his  jiart  at  least,  a  feeling 
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of  intense  love.  Indeed,  if  there  be  any  correct¬ 
ness  in  a  portion  only  of  the  accounts  whicii 
have  reached  us  of  this  ill-fated  young  lady,  it 
was  scarcely  possible  to  be  otherwise ;  since,  to 
the  greatest  charms  of  person,  j  she  added  those 
of  mind,  in  a  degree  as  eminent ;  while  from  the 
witnesses  who  will  this  day  be  examined,  you 
will  learn  that  her  manner  was  as  artless,  and 
her  disposition  as  affectionate,  as  ever  blessed 
a  human  being. 

“  Love  once  fixed  on  such  a  soil,  gentlemen, 
takes  deep  root.  It  is  the  oak  of  mental 
growth — the  monarch  of  the  mind.  The  fiery 
blasts  of  fate  may  spread  ruin  and  desolation  on 
every  side,  but  its  basis  is  down,  deep  deep  in 
the  bosom  of  the  mould  from  whence  it  sprang, 
to  be  destroyed  piecemeal  with  tlie  substance 
round  which  its  tenacious  fibres  are  entwined, 
but  to  be  plucked  from  thence,  by  no  human 
violence  that  ingenuity  may  devise.  Such  a 
love  seeks  the  shelter  and  the  privacy  of  con¬ 
cealment,  and  for  many  months  the  prisoner’s  son 
visited  Kathleen  O’Donnel  without  his  knowledi>-e. 
And  now,  gentlemen,  1  must  request  your 
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more  particular  attention  to  what  follows.  Con¬ 
scious  that  his  youthful  passion  was  returned, 
and  that  the  happiness  of  himself  and  mistress 
were  inextricably  involved  in  its  issue,  the  son 
went  to  his  father,  stated  all  that  had  occurred, 
and  urging  the  truth  and  force  of  his  affection, 
requested  permission  for  their  marriage.  Your 
perception  may  already  have  anticipated  what 
was  to  ensue : — the  uncontrolled  anger  of  Sir 
Maurice — his  utter  refusal  of  consent,  and  his 
deepest  threatenings,  should  this  manifestation 
of  his  will  be  disregarded. 

“  You  will  not  imagine  from  this,  gentlemen, 
that  any  threat  was  held  out  against  the  young 
lady,  of  that  violence  which,  alas !  she  was  so 
soon  doomed  to  undergo.  That,  I  am  bound  to 
say,  was  not  the  case.  The  threats  more  par¬ 
ticularly  alluded  to  his  discarding  a  disobedient 
child,  and  following  up  his  anger  in  the  more 
legitimate  channel  of  his  person  and  prospects, 
not  her’s. 

“  Notwithstanding,  however,  the  very  strong 
remonstrances  with  which  the  prisoner  urged 
his  objections,  his  son  remained  resolute  on  the 
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subject  of  his  intended  union,  and  for  this 
purpose  took  such  steps  as  promised,  by  making 
him  independent  of  his  father’s  maintenance,  to 
place  within  his  power  that  marriage  on  wluch 
he  conceived  the  lady’s  happiness  and  his  own 
to  depend.  Here,  however.  Sir  Maurice  in¬ 
terfered,  and  his  son,  who  had  previously  con¬ 
templated  the  army,  turned  his  attention  to 
one  of  the  civil  professions — namely  medicine. 
It  is  unnecessary  that  we  should  pause  to  dis¬ 
cuss  the  prudence  of  this  conduct ;  with  that  we 
have  nothing  to  do.  Whether  so  or  not,  this 
was,  in  my  honest  opinion,  quite  insufficient  to 
authorise  the  outrageous  violence  by  which  it 
was  endeavoured  to  put  the  obnoxious  match 
out  of  his  son’s  power. 

“  On  the - of - ,  at  a  late  hour  in  the 

evening,  the  house  of  the  murdered  lady’s 
grandfather  was  surrounded  by  a  number  of 
armed  ruffians,  who  took  possession  of  Miss 
Kathleen  O’Donnel’s  person,  and  bore  her  off 
in  defiance  of  every  attempt  made  for  her 
rescue,  and  in  which  her  grandfather  and  bro¬ 
thers  were  wounded,  the  former  severely. 


180 


THE  NAVAL  SURGEON. 


Suspicion  at  that  time  immediately  fell  upon 
the  prisoner,  but  he  resolutely  denied,  or  at 
any  rate  evaded,  all  knowledge  of  the  affair. 
The  principal  actor  and  director,  however,  in 
this  atrocious  scene,  was  of  his  height  and 
figure,  although  disguised  and  masked.  You 
will  hear  that  the  poor  frantic  girl,  seeing  she 
was  in  the  power  of  her  enemies,  and  about  to  be 
carried  off,  threw  herself  on  her  knees  before 
this  man,  whose  misdirected  will  appeared  to 
bear  the  force  of  law,  and  in  the  most  touching 
manner  implored  his  pity  and  forbearance.  But 
though  she  entirely  failed  in  obtaining  this  part 
of  her  prayer,  she  accidentally  tore  from  his 
waistcoat  pocket  the  fragments  of  a  letter, 
which  at  the  moment  fell  to  the  ground  and 
has  since  then  been  traced  and  recognised,  and 
respecting  which  evidence  will  be  afforded  you, 
to  prove  that  it  was  written  and  sent  by  post  to 
Sir  Maurice,  on  business  relating  to  this  very 
marriage  of  his  son. 

“  The  latter,  on  hearing  what  had  happened, 
lost  no  time  in  devoting  himself  to  the  most 
unremitting  search  ;  as  also  did  the  lady’s  three 
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brothers.  The  only  trace,  however,  of  their  re¬ 
lation’s  dreadful  fate,  which  they  were  then  en¬ 
abled  to  discover,  was  in  the  cabin  of  one  of  Sir 
Maurice’s  tenants.  I  am  not  at  liberty  to  tell  you 
what  character  this  man  bore,  but  I  may 
say  that  suspicion  was  aroused  and  led  to  the 
searching  of  this  man’s  cabin,  a  rude  kind  of 
hut  which  he  held  rent-free  from  the  prisoner, 
in  return,  as  it  was  said,  for  discharging  the 
offices  of  a  sort  of  gamekeeper,  or,  to  use 
the  more  popular  expression,  for  allowing 
no  one  to  trespass  or  poach  on  the  prisoner’s 
])roperty  except  himself.  This  gamekeeper, 
or  free  poacher — call  him  which  you  will — 
was,  like  Sir  Maurice,  a  widower,  left  with  an 
only  daughter,  said  to  have  been  as  handsome 
and  amiable  as  her  parent  certainly  was  not. 

“  I  mention  these  facts  to  show  that  he  was 
not  an  unincumbered  or  single  man,  and  there¬ 
fore  able  to  flit  here  and  there  with  little 
trouble,  or  for  any  trivial  whim.  He  had  his 
child  to  take  care  of,  and  that  you  will  find 
a  point  for  your  consideration.  I  have  already 
told  yoif  that  at  the  time  of  Miss  O’Donnel’s 
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being  carried  off,  she  had  the  blessing  to  possess 
three  most  devoted  brothers,  all  of  whom,  with 
frantic  eagerness,  exerted  every  power  of  mind 
and  body  to  discover  her  place  of  concealment, 
or  the  fate  which  might  have  overtaken  her. 
But  the  taint  of  hereditary  consumption  from 
the  mother’s  side  has  since  then  displayed  itself 
in  the  family,  and  these  three  young  men,  whose 
evidence  would  have  been  so  valuable,  are  now 
no  more.  Their  depositions  will,  however,  be 
read  over  to  you,  and  you  will  have  his  lord¬ 
ship’s  observations  upon  them. 

“  These  three  brothers  then  repaired  to  the 
cottage  of  the  poacher.  They  found  it  empty 
and  barricadoed,  with  a  pig  still  left  in  the 
sty,  and  ravenous  for  food.  From  this  cir¬ 
cumstance  it  will  be  for  you  to  draw  your  own 
conclusions,  whether  the  departure  of  the  party 
they  sought  had  been  sudden,  or  attended 
with  circumstances  which  might  throw  light 
on  the  mystery  they  were  determined  to  sift  to 
the  uttermost. 

“  Be  this  as  may,  they  resolved  on  making 
forcible  entry.  They  did  so ;  and  if  their  sus- 
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picions  had  before  been  raised,  their  fears  were 
now  excited  to  the  last  degree.  This  cabin — a 
model  of  which,  gentlemen,  is  now  in  court  for 
your  inspection  —  they  found  divided  into  a 
lower  apartment  and  two  sleeping  lofts.  In  the 
former  they  discovered  a  large  pool  of  blood, 
and  lying  in  the  middle  of  it  a  leather  tassel, 
which  was  broken,  and  which  was  afterwards 
recognised  as  belonging  to  a  sword  of  the  pri¬ 
soner.  This  weapon  3'ou  will  hear  the  prisoner’s 
son  had,  since  childhood,  been  accustomed  to 
see  in  a  lumber  closet  of  his  father’s  study  ;  and, 
although  ignorant  of  its  past  history,  he,  with 
the  love  of  boys  for  arms,  had  often  noticed 
this  little  ornament  more  particularly,  and  by 
the  peculiarity  of  its  knot  was  enabled  to  de¬ 
clare  what  it  had  been. 

“  From  the  lower  apartment  of  the  cabin,  the 
deceased’s  brothers  now  proceeded  to  the  sleep¬ 
ing  lofts,  in  one  of  which  there  appeared 
only  an  unused  pallet :  in  the  other,  which  has 
since  been  ascertained  to  have  belonged  to  the 
gamekeeper’s  daughter,  were  discovered  drops  of 
blood,  that  were  tracked  up  the  rude  ladder  of 
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ascent ;  and,  most  material  of  all,  a  piece  of 
flannel,  deeply  saturated  with  the  same  fluid 
to  all  appearance,  partly  cut,  and  partly  torn, 
from  some  female’s  dress,  and  distinctly  marked 

in  human  hair  with  the  letters,  ‘  Kath - 

Here  the  weapon,  which  had  severed  it  from  the 
greater  part  to  which  it  belonged,  had  cut  ofl' 
the  continuation  of  the  name,  and  still  left  the 
point  in  doubt.  But,  indeed,  it  will  be  for 
you  to  say  whether  it  was  not  a  most  slender 
shade  that  remained  to  obscure  the  full  truth 
from  their  eyes. 

“  The  only  course  now  open  to  the  pursuit 
of  the  brothers  was  the  apprehension  of 
Donaghue,  and  for  the  requisite  authority  they 
had  resolved  to  apply  to  Sir  Maurice.  In¬ 
deed,  the  second  brother  had  already  started 
for  his  I’esidence,  leaving  the  other  two  on  the 
watch  behind  him, — when  the  youngest,  in 
looking  for  a  seat,  discovered,  behind  some  turf, 
the  principal  part  of  a  lettei*. 

“  You  may  imagine,  after  all  I  have  told 
you,  how  eagerly  reference  was  made  to  tlie 
superscription  of  this  document,  and  what 
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were  the  feelings  of  its  reader  on  finding  it  ad¬ 
dressed  to  the  very  magistrate  to  whom  they 
had  applied  for  Donagluie’s  apprehension — in 
short,  the  prisoner  at  the  bar !  This  letter 
was  subsequently  discovered  to  have  part  of 
its  subscription  torn  away,  and  to  correspond 
with  the  fragment  picked  up  during  the  scuffle 
which  accompanied  Miss  O’Donnel’s  abduc¬ 
tion.  Both  the  one  and  the  other,  gentlemen, 
will  be  produced  to  you. 

“  The  first  act  of  the  two  brothers  on  watch 
was  to  overtake  their  messenger  to  Castle  Mau¬ 
rice.  This  done,  instead  of  getting  thence  a 
warrant  against  Donaghue,  they  proceeded  with 
their  weak  and  wounded  grandfather  to  the  lieu¬ 
tenant  of  the  county,  and  obtained  a  similar  autho¬ 
rity  both  against  Donaghue  and  his  landlord  Sir 
Maurice.  The  former  was  never  apprehended, 
and  is  since  dead.  The  latter,  with  every 
protestation  of  innocence,  surrendered  himself, 
and  being  of  course  refused  bail,  was  remanded 
until  the  return  of  his  son,  into  whose  care  had 
been  entrusted  the  fragment  of  the  letter  before- 
mentioned. 
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“  At  the  time  of  Sir  Maurice’s  apprehension, 
a  search  had  been  of  course  made  at  his  castle, 
and  there  was  found  the  sword  to  whicli  I  have 
also  alluded.  On  its  hilt  i-emained  the  greater 
part  of  the  leather  tassel,  the  knot  of  which  was 
discovered  in  Donaghue’s  cabin;  its  blade  was 
rusted  with  recent  blood,  and  fi’om  the  edge 
was  chipped  away  a  very  considerable  splinter 
of  the  steel.  This  sword,  gentlemen,  you  will 
have  an  opportunity  of  -closely  examining.” 

As  thejurymen  listened  to  this  frightful  token 
of  guilt,  a  thrill  of  horror  seemed  to  extend  from 
their  box  throughout  the  crowded  court,  and 
whatever  compassion  my  father’s  appearance 
and  station,  together  with  the  opening  remarks 
of  his  prosecuting  counsel,  might  at  one  time 
have  raised  for  him,  the  multiplied  evidence  of 
his  revolting  crime  was  now  rapidly  melting 
away. 

“  The  prisoner’s  son,  gentlemen,  having 
returned,”  continued  the  barrister,  “  a  long 
and  most  attentive,  as  well  as  searching,  in¬ 
quiry  was  made  into  the  prisoner’s  conduct, 
as  to  the  charge  brought  forward  against  him. 
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The  facts  which  I  have  mentioned  to  you  then 
appeared  in  evidence,  and  the  depositions  of  the 
various  witnesses  then  examined  on  oath,  will 
presently  be  read  to  you.  Such  as  are  still 
living  will  repeat  that  evidence.  But  all  the 
unremitting  exertions  made  to  discover  any 
trace  of  the  unfortunate  lady’s  remains  having 
proved  futile.  Sir  Maurice  resolutely  denied  any 
share  in  her  murder;  and  nothing,  therefore, 
remained  for  his  late  brother  magistrates, 
but  to  bestow  in  a  place  of  safety  the  vari¬ 
ous  articles  that  appeared  as  evidence  against 
him,  and  to  liberate  the  prisoner  on  the  most 
heavy  recognizances — himself  to  gi've  bail  for 
twenty  thousand,  and  two  friends  for  ten  thou¬ 
sand  pounds  each.  His  name  was  of  course 
removed  from  the  commission  of  the  peace,  and 
he  himself,  I  need  scarcely  add,  became  an 
immediate  absentee  from  the  county. 

“  In  the  state  of  dark  mystery,  then,  which  I 
have  just  described,  gentlemen,”  continued  the 
prosecutor,  “  did  this  singular  and  shocking 
transaction  seem  destined  to  remain.  By  no 
individual  was  the  day  of  revelation  ever 
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expected  to  arrive.  So  general  an  opinion, 
however,  showed  little  confidence  in  the  cer¬ 
tainty  of  a  day  of  justice.  That  day  has  now 
arrived. 

“  I  have  said  that  immediately  on  his  dis¬ 
charge,  the  prisoner  went  out  of  the  county — 
I  may  add  also  out  of  Ireland.  After  some 
time  his  son  also  left  the  neighbourhood.  Con¬ 
sumption,  as  1  have  already  told  you,  attacked 
the  sons  of  the  once  attached  friend  of  the 
prisoner,  and  in  two  years  all  three  died.  Not  a 
trace,  not  a  tiding  of  the  lost  lady  came  to  light, 
and  the  story  of  her  dismal  end  seemed  destined 
to  die  away  from  all  but  the  affectionate  remem¬ 
brance  of  those  humble  friends  to  whom  her 
generous  heart  was  ever  ready  to  extend  its 
sympathy  and  relief;  adding  one  touching- 
tale  the  more  to  that  rich  but  mournful  trea¬ 
sure  of  traditionary  lore,  which  is  the  only 
wealth  in  Ireland  that  her  peasants  are  per¬ 
mitted  to  enjoy. 

“  To  all  appearance,  the  guilty  criminal  was 
to  escape.  But  there  seems  something  so  sure 
in  the  promise  of  vengeance  on  the  violent 
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destroyer  of  life,  that  soon  or  late  some  cir¬ 
cumstance  occurs  to  strike  the  balance  of 
justice  even.  As  in  the  generality  of  cases, 
the  way  in  which  this  was  accomplished  was 
most  sins^ular. 

“  Mr.  Robinson,  the  attorney  for  the  prose¬ 
cution,  who  resides  in  this  town,  had  staying 
with  him  from  London,  a  party  of  friends  for 
the  shooting  season.  Having  a  day  to  spare, 
and  being  himself  fond  of  sport,  he  deter¬ 
mined  to  accompany  them.  The  spot  on  which 
they  had  fixed  for  their  day’s  amusement 
was  a  small  lake  or  tarn  on  the  prisoner’s 
moors,  near  the  ruined  cabin  of  Donaghue. 
This  was  frequented  by  a  peculiar  kind  of  fowl, 
and  as  no  preserve  of  the  game  was  any  longer 
attempted,  Mr.  Robinson  and  his  party  set 
out. 

“  Being  provided  with  spades  to  throw  up 
the  turf  into  one  of  those  temporary  pits  or 
hides  which  you  have  all  observed  to  be  used 
in  similar  situations,  they  arrived  on  the  ground 
at  an  early  hour  in  the  morning,  and  set  to 
work  without  delay.  They  had  not  proceeded 
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far  in  their  operations  below  the  surface  of  the 
peat,  when  they  came  to  a  series  of  flat  stones. 
These  attracting  their  curiosity,  they  displaced 
them,  and  discovered  in  the  hollow  beneath, 
some  long  substance,  wrapped  in  what  proved 
to  be  a  mouldering  blanket.  With  gi'eat  care 
they  removed  the  whole  to  the  surface,  and  on 
unfolding  it  by  degrees,  discovered  within,  a 
female  skeleton  of  the  human  species. 

“  The  body  appeared  to  have  been  wrapped 
first  in  linen,  and  then  in  flannel,  and  lastlv  in 
a  blanket.  The  second  only  of  these,  from  being 
protected  by  the  blanket,  had  been  able  to  re¬ 
sist  the  action  of  decay  :  for  you  all  are  aware, 
gentlemen,  that  woollen  long  survives  linen 
against  any  action  of  time.  This  fabric,  then, 
you  will  hear  was  curiously,  and,  to  all  appear¬ 
ance,  hartily  folded  round  the  head,  to  which  it 
adhered  by  a  substance  like  coagulated  blood  ; 
part  of  it  was,  moreover,  firmly  entangled  in  a 
dreadful  gash,  that  seemed  to  have  severed  the 
skull  down  to  its  base. 

“One  of  the  gentlemen  present  had  been  a 
surgeon.  The  conversation  that  ensued  leading 
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to  scrutinize  the  skeleton,  the  surgeon,  by 
his  anatomical  knowledge^  was  enabled  to  pro¬ 
nounce  with  confidence  that  it  had  belonged  to 
a  female.  They  then  examined  the  remains  of  the 
dress,  for  any  marks,  and  turned  to  every  corner 
of  the  only  clothing  that  remained  at  all  perfect 
— the  inner  flannel  covering  that  surrounded  the 
bones;  but  for  a  long  time  their  search  was  in 
vain.  At  last  they  observed  that  this  had, 
probably  in  the  hurry  with  which  it  was  thrown 
over  the  body,  been  misplaced,  so  that  the  por¬ 
tion  which  should  have  come  just  below  the 
back  of  the  neck,  where  some  people  usually 
mark  their  clothes,  was  now  upon  the  head  of 
the  skeleton,  and  partly  severed  by  the  terrific 
blow  that  had  divided  the  skull  beneath. 

“  Having  detached  this  part  from  its  hold, 
and  gently  rubbed  off*  some  of  the  dry  blood, 
they  distinctly  deciphered,  one  after  another, 
the  letters  composing  the  words — ‘  leen  O’Don* 
neP — the  rest  had  been  cut  off*. 

“  Acquainted  as  Mr.  Robinson  was  with  the 
facts  I  have  detailed  to  you,  he  was  induced  to 
leave  his  friends  to  keep  guard  over  these  dis- 
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covered  remains,  with  instructions  to  allow  no 
one  to  disturb  them  in  the  slightest  degree, 
while  he  rode  back  to  the  town  and  took  the 
necessary  steps  to  procure  the  holding  of  an 
inquest. 

“  Not  a  moment’s  time  was  lost,  and  a  jury 
having  been  summoned,  they  arrived  that  after¬ 
noon  on  the  spot,  where  the  skeleton  still  lay 
watched  by  those  who  had  discovered  it.  The 
scrutiny  now  gone  into  corroborated  in  every 
particular  that  which  had  preceded  it,  and  which 
I  have  detailed,  with  this  most  important  addi¬ 
tion,  that  when  the  medical  men  came  more 
minutely  to  examine  the  frightful  wound  in  the 
skull,  with  a  view  to  deciding  whether  that  had 
been  the  cause  of  death,  they  found  sticking  in 
the  floor  of  the  brain,  near  the  orbit  of  the  left 
eye,  the  fragment  of  a  sword-blade  ! 

“The  steel,  preserved  from  decay  both  by  the 
oily  nature  of  the  bone  in  which  it  was  em¬ 
bedded,  and  by  the  total  exclusion  of  atmospheric 
air,  was  nearly  as  perfect  as  at  the  moment 
when  a  murderous  violence  first  severed  it  from 
its  original  blade.  This  fragment,  gentlemen, 
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you  will  have  an  opportunity  minutely  to  exa¬ 
mine,  and  it  will  be  for  you  to  say  whether  or 
not  it  corresponds  in  every  particular  with  the 
gap  found  in  the  blood-rusted  sword  belonging 
to  the  prisoner  !  ” 

Up  to  this  moment,  at  the  recapitulation 
of  every  additional  proof  of  my  father’s  crime, 
a  pang  of  the  deepest  emotion  shot  through 
my  heart.  Well  I  knew  his  proud,  and,  as 
I  had  always  hitherto  imagined,  his  honour¬ 
able  soul.  Fully  did  I  feel  how  deeply  the  iron 
must  have  entered  into  it,  at  every  word  of  this 
exposure  before  the  vulgar  and  incensed  crowd. 
At  the  last  climax,  however,  every  feeling  of 
pity  for  him  seemed  to  have  vanished  from  my 
bosom.  One  sentiment  alone  reigned  predomi¬ 
nant — one  view  engrossed  all  my  attention. 
When  I  reflected  on  the  cold,  butcher-like  re¬ 
venge  that  he  had  taken  on  his  gentle,  lovely 
victim  !  my  blood  boiled  with  a  fire  as  unnatural 
as  fierce  ! 

In  the  whole  of  that  crowded  court,  it  would 
have  been  a  task  of  the  greatest  difficulty  to 
have  selected  one  single  individual  who  did  not 
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hare  these  feelings.  The  prisoner’s  noble  bear¬ 
ing,  his  known  courage  and  ability,  his  birth  and 
station,  all  had  hitherto  pleaded  for  him,  with  a 
generous-hearted  auditory,  who  still  hoped  for 
his  innocence.  When,  however,  the  depth  of 
his  barbarity  was  heard,  and  the  long  array  of 
apparent  facts  that  condemned  him  brought  to  a 
climax,  by  the  closing  sentences  just  delivered, 
the  spectators  seemed  to  shrink  back  even 
from  his  glance,  as  from  some  loathsome  pesti¬ 
lence.  A  groan  of  horror  filled  the  court  as  the 
counsel  announced  the  last  fact,  and  with  that 
seemed  to  have  breathed  forth  the  last  spark  of 
compassion  that  extrinsic  circumstances  had 
created  for  him. 

“  I  have  now,  gentlemen  of  the  jury,”  re¬ 
sumed  the  counsel,  “  little  more  to  remark. 
Full  and  sufficient  evidence  will  be  adduced  in 
sujjport  of  the  various  points  I  have  enume¬ 
rated  to  you ;  and  I  am  sure  I  need  do  nothing 
further  than  refer  you  to  the  solemn  oath  you 
have  taken,  to  insure  your  speedy  and  efficient 
discharge  of  the  stern  and  mournful  task  your 
country  imposes  on  you.  This,  however,  I 
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may  be  allowed  to  say,  that  of  all  the  cases 
of  circumstantial  evidence  with  which  I  am 
acquainted,  I  know  of  none  where  the  links 
are  so  finely  and  yet  so  distinctly  perceptible 
as  in  this.  To  so  minute  a  connexion  of 
every  part,  one  with  the  other,  do  these  tra¬ 
gical  facts  go,  that  as  I  view  it — and  with 
great  sorrow  I  arrive  at  this  result — they  can 
but  lead  us  to  one  conclusion. 

“  Still  it  is  a  matter  especially  within  your 
province  to  decide  whether  the  facts,  as  they 
will  be  disclosed  to  you  in  evidence,  carry 
that  undoubting  conviction  to  your  minds 
which  is  essentially  necessary  before  you  can 
pronounce  the  prisoner  guilty.  If,  ultimately, 
you  should  entertain  any  reasonable  doubt  of 
his  criminality,  he  is  entitled  to  your  acquittal, 
but  not  otherwise. 

“  It  is  true  this  is  only  a  case  of  circumstan¬ 
tial  evidence  against  Sir  Maurice  O’Don- 
nel,  and  so  no  doubt  he  will  urge  it  on 
you.  But  many  authorities  of  great  weight 
have  preferred  circumstantial  before  all  other 
evidence,  because  it  is  the  testimony  of  things, 
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not  persons,  and  therefore  exempt  from  all 
liability  to  prejudice,  passion,  or  other  human 
infirmities.  In  conclusion,  you  will  have  the 
benefit  of  hearing  his  lordship’s  observations  on 
the  whole  case,  and  to  whatever  verdict  you 
may  feel  your  duty  to  guide  you,  I  am  con¬ 
fident  it  will  do  ample  justice  alike  to  your¬ 
selves,  to  my  client,  and  to  the  country.” 

As  the  learned  counsel  finally  resumed  his 
seat,  the  court  clock  tolled  forth  the  stroke  of 
noon.  His  address  had  occupied  exactly  one 
hour.  At  the  time  of  which  I  write,  more 
especially  in  Ireland,  the  practice  of  courts  of 
law  had  not  attained  anything  near  the  regu¬ 
larity  which  now  distinguishes  it,  and  this  will 
account  for  the  introduction  into  the  opening  of 
thiscaseof  passages  that  would  in  this  day  be  open 
to  objection.  Not  that  in  the  present  case  there 
were  not  many  objections  made,  and  statements 
excluded  in  consequence,  but  these  interruptions 
I  have  omitted.  To  me,  tortured  with  the 
double  feelings  of  a  lover  and  a  son,  how  strange, 
how  dreadful,  seemed  the  habitual  calmness 
with  which  his  share  in  the  trial  was  met  by  the 
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counsel  for  the  prosecution.  He  was  a  man  ad¬ 
vanced  in  life ;  his  complexion  worn  by  deep 
study,  late  vigils,  and  restricted  exercise,  to  a 
cadaverous  yellow  ;  but  from  his  full,  black, 
restless  eye,  shot  forth  all  the  fire  of  that  in¬ 
tellect  which  was — horrible  reflection — to  bring 
my  only  surviving  parent  to  the  last — worst  point 
of  ignominy  !  Did  he  think  of  this  His  speech 
had  displayed,  in  many  of  its  parts,  much  feel¬ 
ing,  and  had  produced  infinitely  more ;  yet 
now  he  smiled  and  talked  with  some  brother 
barrister,  on  the  state  of  the  weather,  and 
other  indifferent  topics,  and  broke  and  ate 
a  biscuit  with  as  little  care  as  if  the  hangman 
with  the  noose  had  never  waited  the  result  of 
his  exertions. 

“  Yet,  alas  !”  thought  I,  “  it  is  but  natural ! 
If  we  paint  man  truly,  the  general  outline  of 
the  figure  is  the  same  in  every  quarter  of  the 
universe.  It  is  only  the  individual  peculiarities 
of  stature,  or  the  accidents  of  climate  and  com¬ 
plexion,  which  constitute  the  marked  variety. 
The  sailor  in  action — the  soldier  at  the  breach  — 
the  surgeon  at  the  operating  table — the  counsel 
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in  a  case  of  murder  ; — death  is  so  hackneyed  to 
them  all,  that  its  impending  presence  is  a  matter 
of  little  moment  !” 

The  first  witness  was  now  called,  and  Mr. 
Robinson,  the  attorney  for  the  prosecution,  was 
sworn.  The  junior  counsel  rose,  and  after  the 
few  first  preliminary  questions  as  to  his  name, 
profession,  and  residence,  he  was  asked, 

“  Do  you  remember  the  tenth  of  last  Fe¬ 
bruary  ?” 

“  Yes  ;  early  on  the  day  in  question  I  had  gone 
with  some  gentlemen  to  shoot  a  particular  kind 
of  wild  fowl  found  on  a  small  loch  some  nine 
miles  from  this  city,  being,  I  believe  the  pro¬ 
perty  of  Sir  Maurice  O’Donnel.  In  pursuit  of 
this  sport,  we  thought  it  advisable  to  throw  up 
a  few  peats  and  branches,  over  a  slight  pit,  to 
protect  ourselves  from  sight  of  the  birds.  In 
making  this  pit,  my  companions,  to  save  labour, 
selected  what  appeared  to  have  been  a  small 
natural  chasm,  close  by  the  brink  of  the  water. 
Whilst  digging  for  this  purpose,  their  spades 
came  in  contact  witli  a  row  of  fiat  stones,  which 
they  lifted  carefully  away.  I  was  standing  by. 
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watching  the  operation.  When  the  stones  were 
removed,  I  beheld  a  curious  oblong-looking 
body,  wrapped  in  a  blanket  much  stained  with 
dirt,  and  partially  rotten.  I  had  the  whole 
mass  removed  with  great  care  to  the  surface, 
and  gradually  unfolding  the  blanket,  I  saw  a 
skeleton.” 

“  Now  then,  sir,  take  time,”  interposed  the 
foreman  of  the  jury,  “  and  be  particular  in 
describing  the  precise  appearance  of  these  re¬ 
mains.” 

“  I  will,  gentlemen.  In  the  first  place,  by 
their  length  and  size,  they  immediately  struck 
myself  and  companions - ” 

“  Leave  your  companions  to  answer  for  them¬ 
selves,”  interrupted  the  barrister  who  was 
watching  the  case  for  the  prisoner. 

Mr.  Robinson  looked  particularly  pleased 
and  pleasant  for  a  few  moments,  and  then 
proceeded.  “  The  first  sight  of  the  skele¬ 
ton  then,  gentlemen  of  the  jury,  from  its 
small  bones  and  stature,  made  me  at  once  be¬ 
lieve  that  it  must  have  belonged  either  to  a 
young  lad  or  to  a  female;  but  my  knowledge 
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of  the  human  frame  was  insufficient  to  decide 
which.  While  I  was  turning  this  over  in  my 
own  mind,  one  of  my  friends,  who  was  a  sur¬ 
geon,  questioned  me  as  to  whose  remains  those 
then  before  us  might  be;  pointing,  at  the 
same  time,  with  his  finger  to  the  skull ; 
this  more  particularly  drew  my  attention 
towards  it,  and  I  then  saw  a  frightful  gash 
in  the  bone,  which  yawned  apart  with  a 
dark  sharp  fissure,  as  if  from  a  sudden  cut, 
that  seemed  to  have  extended  from  the  back 
of  the  head  over  the  left  eye,  down 
through  the  temple  to  a  level  almost  with  the 
empty  socket.” 

“  On  seeing  this,  what  steps  did  you 
take?” 

“  After  some  further  conversation,  I  left 
my  companions  in  charge  of  the  skeleton,  and 
returned  to  this  town  to  give  information  of 
its  discovery  to  the  proper  authorities,  that  the 
necessary  inquest  might  be  holden.” 

“  You  left  the  skeleton  there,  you  say,  in  the 
charge  of  your  companions  ?” 

“  I'did,  sir.” 
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“  Did  you  see  it  again  ?” 

“Yes:  on  mv  retui'n  in  a  few  hours  with 
the  coroner.” 

“  Did  you  find  it  in  the  same  state  as  when 
you  left  it  ?” 

“  Precisely.” 

“  No  alteration,  then,  had  takeii  place  in  it, 
consequent  on  its  exposure  to  the  atmospheric 

air  ?” 

“  None  whatever,  that  wms  at  all  perceptible 
to  my  examination.” 

“  Have  you  seen  tlie  skeleton  now  in  the  cus¬ 
tody  of  the  officers  of  this  court  ?” 

“  Yes;  I  saw  it  a  few  minutes  previous  to 
the  meeting  of  the  court.” 

“  Is  it  the  same  that  you  saw  disinterred  ?” 

“It  is.” 

“  How  do  you  so  distinctly  I'ecognise  its 
identity,  as  to  swear  to  it  thus  positively  ?” 

“  By  its  general  appearance,  for  one  thing, 
and  more  especially  by  the  frightful  gash  over 
the  crown  of  the  head,  which  I  have  already  de¬ 
scribed.” 
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“  When  the  skeleton  was  first  found,  was  it 
encased  in  anything  to  protect  it  from  the  earth  ?” 

“  Yes,  it  had  two  separate  wrappers.” 

“  Of  what  were  they  formed 

“  The  first  was  formed  of  blanketing,  I 
think,  and  was  partially  rotten.  The  second  was 
soiled,  and  in  many  places  stained  with  dark 
patches,  which  I  took  to  be  dried  blood,  but  it 
was  whole,  not  showing  symptoms  of  decay, 
and  was  made  of  fine  flannel.” 

Here  the  witness  unfortunately  stopped 
short,  without  adverting  to  the  most  material 
part  connected  with  this  article  of  clothing. 
Tlie  counsel  for  the  prosecution  having  in  vain 
allowed  the  witness  a  few  minutes  to  recollect 
himself,  the  examination  was  of  necessity  re¬ 
sumed. 

“  Now,  Mr.  Robinson,  calling  your  attention 
to  the  subject  of  clothes’  marks,  did  you  ob¬ 
serve  anything?”  Tliis  question  was  objected 
to,  but  the  objection  was  overruled,  and  the 
question  repeated. 

“  Yes,”  replied  the  witness;  “  I  observed,  on 
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a  minute  search  of  the  flannel  wrapper  I  last 
mentioned,  that  just  below  what  should  have 
been  the  back  of  the  neck,  a  name  had  been 
sewn  at  full  length  in  human  hair.” 

“  Did  you  read  that  name  ?” 

“  After  some  difficulty,  and  rubbing  off’  a 
little  of  a  substance  that  looked  like  encrusted 
blood,  I  read  all  that  was  to  be  deciphered  ; 
but  the  dress  not  being  in  its  proper  place, 
part  of  tlie  name  seemed  to  have  been 
severed  by  the  same  blow  which  had  caused  the 
frightful  gash  I  have  mentioned  :  the  remain¬ 
ing  letters  formed  these  words,  which,  as  I 
made  them  out,  I  wrote  down  as  strongly  as  I 
could  in  pencil ;  they  were  “ — leen  O’Donnel.” 

“  As  you  have  so  minutely  described  the 
inner  wrapping,  would  you  know  it  if  you  saw 
it  again  ?” 

“  Certainly  I  should.” 

“  Is  this  it  ?”  handing  to  him,  on  a  small  tray, 
the  flannel  in  question.  The  witness  looked  at 
it,  till  he  recognised  the  cut  and  the  marking ; 

“Yes,  sir,  that  is  the  same  flannel.” 

Here  the  examination  of  Mr.  Robinson  closed. 
The  prisoner  was  asked  if  he  wished  to  cross- 
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question  him  on  any  part  of  his  evidence  ;  this, 
by  a  motion  of  the  head,  Sir  Maurice  de¬ 
clined  doing,  and  the  surgeon  who  was  pre¬ 
sent  at  the  discovery  of  the  bones  was  next 
called. 

“  What  is  your  name,  sir  ?” 

“  Charles  Hautville.” 

“  Where  do  you  reside  ?” 

“  In  Canterbury  ;  but  I  am  now  on  a  visit 
to  a  friend  in  this  town.” 

“  What  is  your  profession  ?” 

“  Surgeon  in  his  Majesty’s  navy.” 

“  Are  you  employed  in  that  service  at  pre¬ 
sent  ?” 

“  No  ;  I  am  now  on  half-pay.” 

“  Do  you  remember  the  tenth  of  February, 
and  where  were  you  on  that  day 

“Near  this  city,  on  a  moor  of  Sir  Maurice 
O’Donnel’s,  where  I  had  gone  with  a  friend  to 
shoot  wild  fowl.” 

“Did  any  particular  circumstance  occur  to 
mark  that  day  in  your  remembrance  ?” 

“  Yes  ;  the  finding  of  a  skeleton  as  we  were 
digging  to  erect  what  sportsmen  technically 
term  ‘  a  hide.’” 
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The  siirffeon  then  went  on  to  describe  the 
bones  in  a  manner  precisely  similar  to  that  of 
the  last  witness.  Havinj;  also  identified  both 
those  and  the  inner  casing  of  flannel  with  the 
same  articles  now  in  court,  he  answered  several 
professional  questions  put  to  him,  with  a  view 
of  eliciting  evidence  of  the  age  and  sex  of  the 
skeleton. 

The  next  witness  was  called ;  this  was  also 
a  surgeon,  a  Mr.  Sullivan,  the  principal  medi¬ 
cal  man  in  the  assize  town,  and  one  who  at¬ 
tended  the  inquest  by  desire  of  the  coroner. 
His  evidence  differed  little  from  that  of  Mr. 
Hautville,  save  in  one  important  particular, 
when  his  examination  assumed  a  more  interest¬ 
ing  nature. 

“  Did  you  make  any  attempt  to  examine  the 
skeleton 

“  I  did  ;  and  to  the  best  of  iny  knowledge 
and  belief,  death  must  have  been  caused  by  the 
wound  on  the  skull — so  formidable  a  one  I 
never  saw  before.” 

“  Wliat  was  the  extent  of  the  wound  ?” 

“  It  extended  longitudinally  from  the  orbit 
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of  the  left  eye  diagonally  across  the  cranium  to 
the  opposite  point  of  the  cerebellum, —  penetrat¬ 
ing  in  depth  through  the  floor  of  the  brain, 
embedded  in  which  I  found  a  splinter  of  iron 
or  steel,  seemingly  the  fragment  of  a  sword- 
blade,  which  I  delivered  to  the  coroner.” 

“  Is  this  it 

“  I  believe  it  is,  or,  at  any  rate,  one  precisely 
similar.” 

“  Look  at  it  again,  and,  if  possible,  speak  with 
certainty.” 

“  Certainly,  then,  it  is.” 

“  That  is  all  I  have  to  say  to  you.” 

“Before  that  witness  leaves  the  box,  I  desire 
to  ask  him  one  question,”  said  Sir  Maurice,  for 
the  first  time  breaking  silence.  Every  eye  was 
turned  upon  bim. 

“  Sir,”  said  he,  addressing  the  last  witness, 
“  can  you  swear  without  a  doubt,  whether  the 
blow  on  the  head  of  the  skeleton  was  inflicted 
during  or  after  life  ?” 

On  hearing  this  inquiry,  the  surgeon  paused 
for  a  few  minutes,  and  then  replied: — 

“Most  unhesitatingly  I  should  say — ” 
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“  Without  a  doubt 

“Yes,  without  a  })article  oi  doubt,  that  the 
blow  was  inflicted  during  life,  and  was  the 
cause  of  death  ;  for  setting  aside  the  improba¬ 
bility  of  any  one  so  hacking  a  dead  body,  this 
gash  could  never  have  bled  in  the  profuse  man¬ 
ner  which,  to  all  appearance,  it  must  have 
done,  from  the  state  of  the  hair  and  clothing.” 

On  receiving  this  decided  answer  to  a  ques¬ 
tion  rash  and  imprudent  in  the  extreme.  Sir 
Maurice  seemed  to  fall  back  into  that  abstrac¬ 
tion  which  hitherto  had  chiefly  marked  his 
bearing :  the  surgeon  withdrew  from  the  box, 
and  the  fourth  witness  was  called.  Nothing 
could  have  been  more  unhappy  than  this  at¬ 
tempt  on  the  part  of  the  prisoner  to  cross- 
(|uestion  the  evidence  against  him.  Even  in 
modern  days,  when  a  criminal’s  case  is  al¬ 
lowed  to  be  entirely  undertaken  by  counsel, 
scarcely  any  part  of  the  difficult  practice  of  the 
law  is  so  replete  with  peril,  or  demands  more 
nerve  and  skill,  than  this.  Indeed,  this  is  al¬ 
most  invariably  so  much  so,  that  prisoners,  from 
a  want  of  knowing  how  to  put  their  questions. 
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generally  admit  two  facts  against  them  in  their 
desire  to  dispute  one.  An  inconsiderate  ques¬ 
tion  by  the  cross-examiner  may,  to  use  the 
expressive  term  of  the  profession,  at  once 
hang  his  client.  And  something,  not  very 
unlike  this.  Sir  Maurice  had  just  done, 
though,  Heaven  knows,  the  weight  of  testi¬ 
mony  bore  him  down  sufficiently,  without  the 
need  of  any  such  additional  onus.  Some 
good  is,  however,  to  be  gathered  from  every 
ill,  and  thus,  perhaps.  Sir  Maurice  was  bene¬ 
fited,  if  in  no  other  way :  for  his  want  of 
success  in  this  attempt  to  shake  the  proofs 
against  him  seemed  to  have  so  far  discon¬ 
certed  him  as  to  preclude  his  putting  any  simi¬ 
lar  interrogatories  to  the  succeeding  witnesses. 

At  this  stage  of  the  proceedings,  were  put  in, 
and  read  by  the  court,  thedepositions  of  the  three 
deceased  brothers,  and  other  persons,  as  taken 
at  the  examination  of  Sir  Maurice,  which 
terminated  in  his  being  held  to  bail,  and  which 
bore  out  the  various  facts  mentioned  by  the 
leader  in  his  opening  speech  to  the  jury. 
These  being  ended,  the  next  witness  was  called. 
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This  was  Mrs.  Kilpatrick,  the  second  wife  of 
Kathleen’s  grandfather.  Her  sex  and  age  in¬ 
duced  the  judge  to  order  a  chair  for  her;  and 
after  the  few  first  preliminary  questions  as  to 
name,  residence,  &c.,  her  examination  thus 
proceeded. 

“Were  you  well  acquainted  with  the  person 
of  i\Iiss  O’Donnel  ?” 

“  No  one  better,  sir,”  was  the  reply  ;  “  for 
since  her  mother’s  death  these  arms  have  been 
her  cradle  many  a  long  night  through  !” 

And  the  remembrance  of  the  past  came  over 
the  poor  lady  so  bitterly,  that  she  sobbed  aloud, 
with  a  degree  of  irrepressible  anguish  that 
forced  many  a  stern  eye  to  bear  her  company 
in  her  tears.  After  a  few  minutes  pause  she 
was  asked, 

“  By  your  last  remark  do  you  mean  to  say, 
that  Miss  O’Donnel  was  brought  up  under  your 
care  and  supervision  from  the  time  of  her 
mother’s  death  ?” 

“  Entirely,  sir.” 

‘‘  Had  you  the  care  then  of  her  wardrobe  ?” 


“  I  had.” 
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“  Did  you  mark  her  clothes 

“For  many  years  I  did,  till  she  grew  of  an 
age  to  do  so  herself,  and  by  that  time  my  eyes 
were  failing  me,  and  I  was  glad  of  a  younger 
pair  to  take  the  task.” 

“  Have  you  ever  seen  her  engaged  in  such  an 
employment  ?” 

“  Often  and  often.” 

“  Had  she  any  favourite  method  of  so  doing  ? 
what  coloured  ink  did  she  use?” 

“  No  ink  at  all,  sir  ;  I  have  seen  her  use  red 
silk,  but  mostly  she  sewed  her  name  at  length 
with  her  own  hair,  for  the  raven’s  wing  was 
never  darker.” 

“  How  was  this  kind  of  mark  likely  to  wear  ?” 

“  As  long  as  any  mark  can,  sir ;  I  have  seen 
such  washed  for  years,  and  even  plain  and 
legible  when  the  clothes  have  been  nearly  worn 
out.” 

“  Do  you  happen  to  possess  any  of  Miss 
O’Donnel’s  late  clothing,  so  marked  as  you  have 
described  ?” 

“  Yes,  sir.” 

“  Is  it  in  court  ?” 
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“  It  is,  sir.” 

“  Will  you  be  good  enough  to  produce  it  ?” 

In  answer  to  this  request  the  old  lady  re¬ 
ceived  a  packet  from  her  servant  behind,  and 
having  looked  at  her  seal  previously  placed 
upon  it,  and  broken  the  same,  she  handed  it  to 
the  counsel  for  the  prosecution.  From  within 
this,  the  latter  unfolded  to  the  jury  a  Hannel 
robe,  in  every  respect  similar  to  that  one  found 
round  the  head  of  the  skeleton,  with  this  ex¬ 
ception,  that  the  second  one  was  as  pure  and 
spotless,  as  the  first  was  blood-stained  and 
disfigured.  The  first  point  to  which  the  coun¬ 
sel  turned  his  attention  was  the  back  of  the 
neck-band,  and  there  distinctly  visible  were  the 
words  “  Kathleen  O’Donnel,”  worked  in  hair, 
and  corresponding  exactly  with  the  mark  on 
the  other. 

“  Now,  Mrs.  Kilpatrick,  are  you  sufficiently 
cognizant  of  Miss  O’Donnel’s  mode  of  mark¬ 
ing,  to  be  able  to  tell  her  work  from  that  of 
another,  when  you  see  it  ?  ” 


“  I  have  no  doubt  of  it,  sir.” 
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“  Then  be  good  enough  to  inspect  this  wrap¬ 
per,”  handing  her  the  blood-soiled  robe. 

“  ’Tis  her  own,  sir,  ’tis  her  own  !”  exclaimed 
the  witness,  with  a  frantic  cry  that  would  have 
sent  conviction  to  the  heart  of  even  the  most 
sceptical  hearer,  if  any  such  were  in  court. 
“  Well  I  know  it  !”  weepingly  exclaimed  the 
old  lady  in  continuation — “  These  very  hands 
cut  them  all  out  together,  and  my  little  Kathleen 
made  them  under  my  own  eye :  measure  them, 
sir,  measure  them  !”  she  added  with  increasing 
earnestness  of  manner,  “  and  if  they  differ, 
either  in  size  or  pattern,  even  half  an  inch, 
set  at  liberty  the  murderer  of  my  child  !”  cast¬ 
ing  on  Sir  Maurice  a  look  of  despair  and  ab¬ 
horrence. 

Hysteria  prevented  further  utterance,  and 
calling  on  her  “darling  child,”  and  uttering 
piercing  screams,  in  which  Kathleen’s  name  was 
suddenly  arrested  by  the  hysteric  sob,  ]\Irs. 
Kilpatrick  was  removed  from  court. 

In  compliance,  however,  with  the  suggestion 
she  had  made,  the  two  wrappers  were  com- 
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pared,  and  'it  then  became  evident  that  they 
had,  as  she  said,  been  cut  from  the  same  pat¬ 
tern,  and,  even  to  the  very  work,  displayed  the 
same  relative  origin. 

]\Ir.  Kilpatrick  was  then  sworn,  and  ques¬ 
tioned  as  to  the  abduction  of  Kathleen,  the 
finding  the  fragment  of  the  letter  after¬ 
wards  on  the  ground,  and  more  especially 
as  to  the  identity  of  the  skeleton.  Nothing 
could  be  more  clear  and  decided  than  his  testi¬ 
mony  that  these  remains  corresponded  entirely 
with  her  figure,  and  formed  indeed  all  that  was 
left  of  Kathleen,  except  the  love  we  bore  her. 

The  various  minor  victims  had  now  gone 
through  their  torture,  but  the  chief  was  still  to 
suffer  at  the  stake.  No  life,  however  infi¬ 
nitely  piolonged,  can  weaken  the  impression 
still  left  of  my  feelings,  when  the  usher  of  the 
court  came  to  tell  me  that  my  turn  to  give 
evidence  had  arrived. 
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CHAPTER  X. 


Around  nainberless  the  rabble  flowed, 
Shouldering  each  other,  crowding  for  a  view.” 

Jank  Shore. 

Unused  as  I  had  been  through  life  to  the 
stare  of  public  assemblies,  this  fact  in  its  sim¬ 
plest  form  would  greatly  have  disconcerted  me. 
A  moment’s  reflection  on  the  position  I  occu¬ 
pied,  a  glance  at  the  sea  of  eager  faces  turned 
on  mine, — as  I  stood  in  the  witness-box,  some 
with  a  heartless  curiosity,  using  an  opera-glass, 
many  with  spectacles  and  eye-glasses,  all  seem¬ 
ingly  bent  on  the  prying  object  of  reading,  if 
possible,  to  the  very  soul,  a  son  sworn  to  give 
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testimony  against  his  father :  when  I  thought 
of  all  this,  I  felt  as  if  I  could  compel  my  ener¬ 
gies  to  nobler  purposes  than  those  of  sinking 
under  the  load  imposed  on  me. 

A  momentary  sight  of  Captain  Howard  and 
Caustic  sitting  not  far  off  cheered  me  for  the 
instant ;  but  had  death  been  equally  near,  the 
depression  under  which  I  laboured  could  not 
have  been  greater.  How  in  that  moment  faded 
from  my  heart  evei-y  particle  of  resentment 
against  him  who  was — yes  !  still  was,  my  father  ! 
Strongly  did  1  try  to  steel  my  bosom  against 
him  by  painting  his  horrible,  his  bloody,  and 
relentless  persecution  of  an  innocent  and  en¬ 
dearing  girl ;  but  memory  could  not  exclude 
from  this  dark  picture,  the  strong  lights  of  my 
boyhood  and  his  love,  before  the  first  deep 
affliction  of  our  family  had  changed  his  very 
nature. 

Still  I  felt  his  arm  clasped  round  my  motlier’s 
waist  and  mine — still  I  saw  him  supporting  me 
on  my  pony  ere  I  had  yet  learnt  to  ride — 
still  I  heard  his  gentle  and  affectionate  voice 
calling  a  favourite  son  to  those  sports  of  child- 
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hood  which  a  father’s  manhood  did  not  disdain 
to  share.  All  that  was  bright,  beautiful,  and 
redeeming  in  his  character,  kept  rushing  full 
upon  me.  His  “  hand  open  as  day  to  melting 
charity  his  courage,  which  knew  but  fear  in 
his  compassion  for  the  timid ;  his  winning 
manners  and  accomplished  mind  ;  his  lofty 
pride;  his  high  and  fiery  enthusiasm;  his 
heart  once  over-flowing  with  gentleness  and  af¬ 
fection  ;  he  who  had  been  at  once  my  nurse, 
my  parent,  my  playfellow,  my  friend  ; — must 
my  voice  be  lifted  against  a  being  with  so 
many  claims  on  my  gratitude  and  love,  to 
doom  him  to  the  ignominy  of  the  gibbet  ? 
Deeply  as  I  adored  the  memory  of  the  mur¬ 
dered  Kathleen — could  the  affections  long  since 
withered  in  her  grave  be  called  back  to  life 
by  accelerating  the  death  even  of  her  as¬ 
sassin  ? — or  the  fresh  joyousness  of  youth  and 
hope  be  restored  to  me,  when  he  who  had 
wrecked  them  was  like  them  destroyed?  Ah, 
no !  And  the  voice  of  my  soul  cried  within 
me,  like  Richard’s  murdered  spirits,  “  Despair 
and  die  !” 
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The  counsel  who  was  to  conduct  my  ex¬ 
amination,  guessed  at  the  agitation  so  busily 
assailing  me  from  within,  and  with  that  know¬ 
ledge  of  nature,  of  which  his  profession  forms 
so  melancholy  a  school,  began  by  putting  a  few 
unimportant  questions,  to  lead  me  from  the 
point  on  which  my  distress  was  concentrated. 
Having  given  the  date  of  my  age,  my  birth¬ 
place,  my  service  in  the  navy,  and  other  similar 
matters,  he  handed  to  me  the  weapon  of  murder 
that  lay  upon  the  bar  table. 

“  Be  good  enough  to  tell  me  if  you  have  ever 
before  seen  that  sword?” 

“  I  have.” 

“  IMore  than  once  ?” 

“  Tes.” 

“  Where  did  you  first  see  it.” 

“  In  the  private  oratory  of  Castle  Maurice.” 

“  To  whom  does  Castle  Maurice  belong  ?” 

CT 

‘‘  To  my  fatlier,  Sir  Maurice  O’Donnel.” 

“For  wl)at  purjjose  is  the  private  oratory  of 
Castle  Maurice  used  ?” 

“  Of  late  years  as  a  painting-room  and  smaller 
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library  or  study  for  my  father,  with  whose 
dressing-room  it  communicated  by  a  secret  pas¬ 
sage.” 

“  As  one  of  the  family,  did  you  frequent  this 
room  much  ?” 

“  Never  when  Sir  Maurice  was  at  home,  ex¬ 
cept  by  his  invitation  ;  when  there,  it  was  un¬ 
derstood  by  all  that  he  wished  to  be  alone.” 

“  How  came  you  then  to  see  this  sword 
there  ?” 

“  In  the  absence  of  my  father,  the  oratory 
was  Lady  O’Donnel’s  favourite  sitting-room  ; 
that  sword  was  kept  within  the  entrance  to  the 
secret  passage,  and,  while  Lady  O’Donnel 
worked  or  read,  was  one  of  the  favourite  play¬ 
things  of  myself  and  brother.” 

“  Uid  Sir  Maurice  ever  see  it  in  your  hands  ?” 

“  No,  I  should  not  think  he  ever  did.” 

“  Had  he  any  clue  by  which  to  suppose  you 
were  acquainted  with  its  shape,  size,  &c.  ?” 

“  I  should  think  none.” 

“  Had  the  sword  no  other  ornament  than  is 
now  appended  to  it 
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“  Y es ;  an  old  leathern  tassel  frayed  and 
worn.” 

“  Conlcl  you  recognise  tliis  tassel  again  V' 

“I  think  so.” 

“Islhat  it.?” 

“  Yes,  it  is.” 

“  Y'hen  did  you  last  see  that  sword  and 
tassel  perfect  ?” 

“  I  cannot  answer  as  to  the  precise  day,  but 
the  period  is  still  deeply  fixed  in  my  remem¬ 
brance,  and  was  between  four  and  five  years 
since.” 

“  Did  any  particular  event  occur  to  you  about 
that  time  then,  to  make  this  concurrent  impres¬ 
sion  so  strong  ?” 

“Yes,”  I  replied; — but — I  could  add  no  more. 
I  felt  as  might  have  done  the  sorcerer  Faustus 
when  his  period  of  immunity  drew  to  a  close, 
and  the  spirit  of  all  ill  made  good  the  horrible 
demands  of  hell  upon  his  soul.  But  I  had 
this  advantage  only  to  sustain  me — I  was  the 
wronged,  and  not  the  criminal  party  ;  I  had  no 
guilt  to  bear  me  down,  but  only  dire  misfor¬ 
tune  to  bear  up  against  ;  and  fearful  as  was  the 
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effort  to  stand  under  it,  I  made  the  struggle.  It 
was  not,  however,  till  after  the  lapse  of  some 
seconds  that  I  could  reply  to  the  question  that 
ensued. 

“  Pray  may  I  ask,  Mr.  O’Donnel,  to  what 
marked  occurrence  you  allude 

“  The  forcible  abduction  of  a  lady  to  whom 
I  was  eiiQ-aged  in  marriage.” 

“  Were  you  so  engaged  with  or  against  the 
consent  of  your  father.  Sir  Maurice 

“  Against  his  consent” 

“H  ow  long  before  your  contemplated  mar¬ 
riage  was  this  lady’s  abduction  carried  into 
effect 

“  A  few  hours.” 

“  Now  be  good  enough  to  give  this  question 
your  best  consideration — how  long  was  it  before 
the  abduction  you  have  mentioned,  that  you 
saw  in  its  accustomed  state  the  sword  now  in 
your  hands. 

“  Only  a  few  days.” 

“  Can  you  state  the  number 

“  Perhaps  live  or  six  at  the  utmost.” 

“  Was  the  sword-tassel,  that  you  have  since 
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recognised,  dissevered,  then  whole,  and  attached 
to  its  liandle  ?” 

“  It  was.” 

“  How  are  you  enabled  to  speak  so  posi¬ 
tively  ?” 

“  The  answer  to  that  question  involves  a 
long  story  ;  but  it  was  in  this  way : — Sir 
Maurice  was  from  home ;  I  had  that  morning 
communicated  to  him  my  attachment  to  Miss 
Kathleen  O’Donnel,  and  received,  what  I 
thought,  an  unreasonable  denouncement  of  it. 
This  had  determined  me  to  trust  my  fortunes 
and  affections  to  my  own  guidance.  I  intended 
on  the  following  morning  to  set  off  to  Dublin 
with  this  view,  and  seek  a  commission  in  the 
army.  A  low  state  of  spirits  led  me  to  take 
what  I  thought  might  be  a  last  ramble  over  my 
favourite  parts  of  the  castle  ;  but  I  got  no  fur¬ 
ther  than  the  oratory,  for  there  my  eye  hap¬ 
pening  to  alight  on  the  works  of  Sterne  in  my 
father’s  book-case,  I  took  down  the  volume 
which  contains  his  affecting  episode  of  “  The 
Sword.”  To  a  boyisli  imagination,  at  once 
heated  and  depressed,  it  seemed  to  bear  on  the 
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aspect  of  my  own  fortunes  :  the  sword  in  ques¬ 
tion,  like  that  of  the  French  Count,  was  a  family 
one;  it  had  been  borne  by  an  ancestor  at  the 
battle  of  the  Boyne.  I  took  it  from  its  place, 
drew  it,  and  laid  it  on  my  knee,  while  I  I’ead 
the  story.  I  did  not  then  imagine  that  the 
realization  of  the  latter  would  have  been  so  simi¬ 
lar  as  it  has  since  proved.  But  some  singular 
feeling,  for  which  I  was  at  a  loss  to  account 
even  at  the  time,  induced  me  to  do  what  I  had 
never  before  thought  of  doing — namely,  to  oil  the 
blade  carefully,  before  I  returned  it,  sheathed, 
to  the  accustomed  corner.  The  sun  was  then 
getting  very  low,  and  I  lost  no  further  time  in 
riding  over  to  Mr.  Kilpatrick’s,  to  take  leave  of 
Miss  O’Donnel,  whom,  after  that  meeting,  I 
never  had  the  happiness  to  behold  alive  again  !” 

After  another  pause,  I  attempted  to  remove 
the  sword  which  remained  on  the  bar  of  the 
witness-box. 

“  Witli  your  leave,”  interrupted  the  coun¬ 
sel,  “  there  are  one  or  two  more  (picstions 
which  I  wish  to  put,  before  this  topic  is  dis¬ 
missed.  After  the  particular  attention  with 
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wliich  you  regarded  that  weapon  on  the  even¬ 
ing  in  question,  are  you  able  to  state  to  the 
jury  in  wlmt  condition  was  the  blade  when  you 
returned  it  to  the  sheath  ?  Was  it  whole,  or 
was  it  broken 

“  Whole.” 

“  Was  it  rusted,  or  was  it  free  from  rust  .p” 

“  It  was  clean,  but  dark  with  those  stains 
which  time  usually  leaves  on  steel.” 

“  At  any  rate  it  drew  from  its  sheath  with 
ease,  and  was  what  you  term  a  whole  wea¬ 
pon.?” 

“It  was.” 

“  And  this  state  of  the  sword  became  known 
to  you  five  or  six  days  before  Miss  O’Donnel’s 
abduction — did  you  not  say  .?” 

“  I  did.” 

“  Wlien  did  you  next  see  it  ?” 

“  About  six  weeks  afterwards.” 

“  Pray  what  had  you  been  doing  during 
that  interval  ?” 

“  I  had  been  in  pursuit  of  Miss  O’Donnel’s 
abductors.” 

“  Did  you  find  out  any  clue  to  them.?” 
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“  Nothing  that  could  be  relied  ou.” 

“  On  the  return  from  your  fruitless  search 
did  you  find  Sir  IMaurice  O’Donnel  at  his  re¬ 
sidence  ?  ” 

“  No,  I  did  not.” 

“  Where  then  was  he  ?” 

“  He  w'as  in  prison.” 

“  Now,  then,  Mr.  O’Donnel,  give  your  at¬ 
tention  to  this  point.  During  tlie  interval  that 
elapsed  between  your  putting  so  carefully  away 
the  sword  before  you,  and  the  subsequent  hear¬ 
ing,  on  your  jiart,  of  your  father’s  imprisonment, 
bad  you  at  any  time,  during  this  interval,  seen 
that  sword  ?” 

“  No,  I  had  not.” 

“  When  did  you  next  see  it  ?” 

“  On  the  day  after  my  return  from  my  un¬ 
successful  pursuit.” 

“  Did  you  see  it  in  your  father’s  oratory?” 

»  No.” 

“  In  whose  hands,  then,  did  you  see  it?” 

“  In  the  Iiands  of  the  officers  of  justice.” 

“  Did  you,  on  thus  again  seeing  it,  make  any 
examination  of  its  condition  ?” 

“  I  did.” 
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“  Can  you  say  whetlier  the  state  in  which 
you  found  it  differed  in  any  particidar  from  its 
state  at  your  last  previous  scrutiny  of  it.'^” 

“  Yes,  it  did.” 

“  Be  good  enough  to  state  to  the  jury  in 
what  particulars  it  differed  ?  ” 

“  The  blade,  gentlemen  of  the  jury,  was 
covered  with  recent  rust,  and  the  marks  of 
blood  hastily  and  ineffectually  wiped  off,  seem¬ 
ingly  before  returning  it  to  its  scabbard,  which 
could  only  with  difficulty  be  detached  from  it. 
A  long  splinter  also  was  shivered  from  the 
edge  of  the  blade,  one-third  from  the  point, 
and  the  leathern  tassel,  apparently  wrenched 
from  the  hilt,  was  severed,  and  though  then 
in  the  same  legal  custody  as  the  sword,  also 
covered  with  blood.” 

“  This,  then,  Mr.  O’Donnel,  was  the  state  of 
the  sword  when  you  last  saw  it 

“It  was.” 

“  Will  you  now  draw  the  weapon  from  the 
sheath,  and  say  if  it  is  still  the  same.?” 

AVith  some  difficulty  I  did  so.  “  Gentlemen, 
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“  The  leathei’n  tassel  you  have  already  re¬ 
cognised — there  it  is  again.  Is  that,  too,  still 
the  same  ?” 

“  It  is.” 

“  Now,  then,  sir,  to  pass  to  another  subject ; — 
did  you  know  a  tenant — indeed  I  believe  a  sort 
of  servant — in  the  employ  of  Sir  Maurice, 
named  Donaghue?” 

“  I  did.” 

“  Did  you  ever,  after  Miss  Kathleen’s  ab¬ 
duction,  enjoy  any  opportunity  of  questioning 
Donaghue  on  that  subject.?” 

“  No,  never ;  though  four  times  tlu’own 
in  his  way  abroad,  since  tlie  abduction  of  INIiss 
O’Donnel,  in  the  most  strange  and  unexpected 
manner,  and  each  time  most  cruelly  prevented, 
by  the  force  of  circumstances,  from  carrying 
into  effect  this,  my  most  earnest  desire  on 
eartli.” 

“  On  wliat  occasion  did  you  last  see  him 

“  On  tlie  occasion  of  his  execution  for  piracy 
at  Port  Iloyal,  whither,  by  kind  permission 
and  furtherance  of  the  Honourable  Sir  Percy 
Howard,  I  had  liurried,  in  the  strong  hope  that 
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sucli  a  fate  impending  over  him  would  lead  to 
some  important  disclosures.  I  had  the  deep 
misery  and  misfortune,  however,  of  only  ai'- 
riving  in  time  to  see  him  suspended  on  the 
gallows ;  and  there  for  ever  ended  all  hopes 
from  that  desperate  quarter.” 

“  Have  you,  Mr.  O’Donnel,  examined  the 
skeleton  in  the  possession  of  the  court 

“  I  have.” 

“  Minutely,  may  I  ask  ?” 

“  Very.” 

“  I  have  now,  then,  only  one  question  to  ask 
of  you  ;  but  that  I  may  not  at  this  solemn  mo¬ 
ment  take  you  by  surprise,  I  must  candidly  tell 
you,  that  on  the  answer  you  return  to  it,  much 
may  depend  ;  collect  yourself,  therefore,  before 
you  reply.  Could  you  pronounce  tl|at  skeleton 
to  have  belonged  to  any  one  you  once  knew  ?  In 
putting  this  question  home  to  you  more  par¬ 
ticularly,  I  bear  in  mind — beside  otlier  con¬ 
siderations — that  you  are  a  surgeon,  and  that 
your  profession  will  enable  you  to  speak  with 
more  certainty  than  most  men,  on  this  im¬ 
portant  point.” 
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As  this  question  was  put  to  me,  the  perspi¬ 
ration  started  on  my  forehead,  and  my  heart  in¬ 
voluntarily  trembled  within  me.  In  an  instant 
I  remembered  that,  as  the  affianced  husband  of 
Kathleen,  none  could  be  supposed  more  surely 
to  distinguish  her  beloved  form,  under  even  the 
most  terrible  of  changes.  As  a  surgeon  also,  that 
judgment  would  be  the  more  acute — the  less 
liable  to  error ;  while,  as  the  prisoner’s  son, 
whatever  I  might  utter  would  be  considered  as 
the  unprejudiced  testimony  of  a  man  wlio,  how¬ 
ever  deep  the  wrongs  he  might  have  suffered 
in  his  own  person  or  affections,  would  still  be 
most  anxious  to  shelter  the  liead  of  his  family 
from  the  horrible  disgrace  of  the  gallows. 

IMy  unhappy  word,  then,  was  to  be  the  pivot 
on  wliich  the  trial  was  to  turn.  How  could 
I  save  my  father  from  his  disgraceful  fate.^^ 
Too  well  I  knew,  that  in  every  particular  in 
which  it  was  possible  for  man’s  judgment  to 
exert  itself — tbe  length  of  the  person— the  form 
of  the  hand — the  foot — the  forehead — the  shoul¬ 
der — even  to  the  very  hair— all  spoke  of  Kath¬ 
leen  so  plainly,  as  to  prove  that  dumb  things 


THE  NAVAL  SURGEON. 


•2’29 


have  a  tongue.  Yes,  I  was  sworn  to  tell  the 
whole  truth.  How  then  could  I  save  my  un¬ 
fortunate — unhappy — guilty  father  ? 

I  looked  at  the  judge;  his  eyes  seemed 
bent  on  me  in  pity.  Well  might  they  bestow 
their  com])assion  on  a  wretch  who  seemed  to 
have  nothing  better  in  life  left  for  him  !  I 
turned  towards  the  jury — the  painfid  silence  in 
which  they  waited  for  my  words  was  worse 
than  the  atjonies  of  the  stake.  I  looked  for  a 
moment  on  my  father,  but  his  glance  did  not, 
thank  Heaven  !  meet  mine.  The  poisoned 
Socrates,  discoursing  to  his  weeping  pupils  of 
approaching  death,  was  not  more  calm  and  un¬ 
disturbed.  Could  that  be  guilt  .P  Was  it  not 
possible  that  I  — that  all  of  us — might  be  de¬ 
ceived  !  Great  God  !  to  think  that  my  bare 
word  might  unjustly  deliver  over  my  father  to 
the  hands  of  the  executioner,  and  some  future 
year  discover  my  unintentional  error  ! 

With  a  feeling  of  frenzy  I  endeavoured  to 
run  over  the  heads  of  the  evidence— but  in 
vain  ;  a  mass  of  disjointed  and  confused  images 
alone  presented  themselves  in  the  dark  obscu- 
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I’ity  of  my  mind.  I  could  distinguish  nothing 
— say  nothing — do  nothing — but  press  my  hands 
together,  in  a  silent  paroxysm  of  despair. 

“  I  am  afraid,  Mr.  O’Donnel,”  interrupted 
the  counsel,  “  that  you  have  forgotten  the  last 
question  ?” 

“No,  I  have  not,  sir!’’  cried  I — the  pent 
up  agony  of  my  soul  finding  some  vent  in  the 
vehemence  of  my  expression — “  I  never  can 
forget  it  while  I  live.  Do  not — do  not  for  the 
love  of  God — press  me  to  answer  it !  Surely 
you  have  enough  of  evidence  already  for  the  at¬ 
tainment  of  truth  !  Why  press  the  victim  of 
so  much  misfortune  as  myself  with  the  addi¬ 
tional  misei'y  of  a  father’s  death.  Consider  the 
relation  I  bear  to  the  prisoner  ! — the  affections 
— the  reverence  which  the  Almighty  plants  in 
the  bosom  of  a  son  !  What  human  force  can 
tear  these  out?  and  surely  justice  should  not  be 
the  first  to  outrage  tliem  !  ” 

A  dead  and  ap])alling  silence  followed  this 
appeal.  The  counsel  looked  down  as  if  at  his 
brief,  but,  in  reality,  to  conceal  the  emotion 
whicli  had  proved  too  powerful,  even  for  his 
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long  habits  of  control.  After  a  few  seconds 
he  looked  up  and  said  :  — 

“  I  feel  most  deeply,  Mr.  O’Do.nnel,  the  sad 
force  of  your  argument ;  but  there  is  a  heavy 
duty  imposed  on  each  of  us.  Its  discharge  can 
be  pleasant  to  neither,  but  its  fulfilment  is  im¬ 
perative  on  both.  I  fear,  therefore,  I  must  re¬ 
quire  your  answer  to  the  question  last  put  to 
you.” 

Once  again  the  tones  of  his  voice  died 
away,  and  the  deep  stillness  of  the  court  was 
unbroken  as  before.  Every  eye  almost  was 
turned  on  me;  but  I  no  long-er  felt  the  gaze. 
INIy  tortured  fancy  went  with  my  father  to  his 
condemned  cell  —  watched  the  sleepless  nights 
that  preceded  execution — followed  him  to  the 
scaffold — and  felt  throughout — that  I — was  the 
instrument  of  all  ! 

A  stray  bee  had  in  the  interim  entered  the 
open  window,  and  flew  humming  through  the 
court,  whose  deep  silence  made  that  sound  per¬ 
fectly  audible  in  its  faintest  intonation.  A  host 
of  images  of  summer  sunshine — happiness  and 
youth — were  called  up  by  this  simple  accident. 
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making  the  contrast  of  my  present  horrors  still 
more  dreatlful  and  real.  Still  I  could  not  sum¬ 
mon  courage  to  say  the  fatal  words — I  felt  tear 
after  tear  slowly  trickle  down  my  cheek,  but  I 
was  dead  to  the  shame  this  weakness  might  cast 
on  my  manhood. 

A  voice  but  too  well  remembered  here  came 
sternly  upon  my  eai\  Eagerly  I  turned — Sir 
Maurice  himself  addressed  me. 

“  Do  not  discredit,  sir,  the  lessons  of  your 
youth — do  your  duty,  and  know  no  fear.” 

The  counsel  made  a  motion  to  Sir  Maurice  as 
he  resumed  his  seat,  and,  turning  to  me,  repeated 
his  last  question — “  Do  you,  in  the  skeleton 
below,  recognise,  to  the  best  of  your  belief, 
the  bones  of  any  former  acquaintance  or 
friend  ?” 

Deep  as  my  own  death-knell  sounded  the 
sepulchral  tone,  which  was  alt  the  voice  1  could 
command  for  the  reply  that  every  one  conspired 
to  wring  from  me — “  I  do." 

“  What  is  the  name  of  that  friend  ?” 

“  Kathleen  O’Donnel.” 

On  receiving  this  I’eply,  a  death-like  pause 
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followed,  succeeded  by  a  momentavy  munriur 
through  the  court ;  hut  no  words  can  describe 
the  intense,  the  overwhelming  avidity  which 

everv  one  hut  Sir  Maurice  himself  seemed  to 

«/ 

hang  upon  those  last  terrible  words,  when  they 
saw  that  an  answer  of  some  description  I  must 
make. 

“  My  lord,”  said  the  counsel,  addressing  the 
judge,  “  that  is  the  case  for  the  prosecution.” 
Adding,  turning  to  me, 

“  Mr.  O’Donnel,  if  Sir  Maurice  has  no  ques¬ 
tions  to  put,  you  are  at  liberty.” 

“  None,”  said  Sir  INIaurice;  and,  looking  to¬ 
wards  me  with  a  smile  that  spoke — oh  so  bit¬ 
terly  ! — of  former  days — he  held  out  his  at¬ 
tenuated  hand. 

Everything  beside  was  forgotten  !  I  sprang 
towards  it — but  no  more — Nature  had  already^ 
been  taxed  beyond  her  powers  of  endurance, 
and  Caustic’s  opportune  and  friendly  arms  re¬ 
ceived  in  his  fall  one  who,  to  all  appearance, 
had  for  ever  quitted  a  world  in  which  his  share 
had  been  one  of  almost  unmixcd  affliction  ! 

On  recoveiing  my  senses,  I  found  myself  in 
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a  pi'ivate  room  with  Caustic  and  Howard,  and 
by  the  aid  of  restoratives  was  enabled  to  re¬ 
gain  some  degree  of  tranquillity.  I  was  now 
urged  to  return  to  the  court,  and  hear  my 
father’s  defence.  This,  however,  I  declined;  and 
Caustic,  affectionately  insisting  that  he  would 
not  leave  me,  much  against  my  will,  declared 
his  intention  of  remaining  absent  likewise. 
On  this  Howard  remarked  that  my  absence 
might  mislead  Sir  Maurice,  and  by  a  belief 
that  some  accident,  or  serious  illness,  had  sud¬ 
denly  befallen  me,  distract  some  part  of  that 
attention  and  thought  which  ought  to  be  ex¬ 
clusively  devoted  to  himself. 

Caustic  added  also,  that  in  bare  justice,  I, 
who  knew  so  many  facts  militating  against  him, 
should  also  hear  his  defence. 

These  arguments  decided  me  to  return  into 
the  court  at  once,  while  yet  the  judge  and 
many  of  the  auditory,  as  well  as  the  prisoner, 
were  absent,  during  tlie  forty  minutes’  interval 
whicli  followed  the  close  of  the  prosecution. 
The  judge  having  returned,  and  order  being 
restored.  Sir  Maurice  rose. 
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“  The  few  words,  gentlemen  of  the  jury,  that 
I  have  to  address  to  you,  I  will  neither  dignify 
nor  ridicule  by  the  title  of  a  defence — I  have 
no  defence  to  make.  You  have  yourselves  seen 
that  I  sought  to  cross-examine  none  of  the 
numerous  witnesses  brought  forward  against 
me,  neither  shall  I  summon  any  in  my  own  be¬ 
half.  I  perceive,  gentlemen,  that  most  of  you 
have  been,  in  happier  times,  known  to  me. 
When  I  resided  at  my  seat,  many  of  you  were 
in  the  habit  of  supplying  the  wants  of  my  fa¬ 
mily.  I  dare  say  it  is  not  too  mucii  to  affirm 
that  I  was  then  known  to  all  of  you.  Of  this 
much  I  am  sure — not  one  of  your  number  but 
is  aware  that  I  never  disgraced  my  lips  with  a 
falsehood — that,  let  my  faults  be  what  they 
might,  I  never  broke  word  with  human  being. 
Hear  me  then,  gentlemen,  wliile  I  affirm,  in 
the  presence  of  God  and  man,  by  everything  I 
hold  most  sacred — I  am  entirely  innocent  of  the 
murder  laid  to  my  charge.  Unfortunate — 
deeply  unfortunate  I  may  be — butof  this  dread¬ 
ful  crime  there  is  not  a  man  amongst  you  more 
innocent  than  myself.  It  is  for  the  puerile  and 
the  weak  to  lament  misfortunes — the  privilege 
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of  the  great  in  mind,  is  to  bear — and  to  repair 
them  !  The  last  I  cannot  do.  The  grave  has 
closed  over  the  only  witness  who  could  prove  me 
innocent ;  and  I  will  not  incur  the  ignominy  of 
telling  a  doubted  and  unsupported  tale — to 
excite  the  wonder  of  the  world,  yet  leave  me  in 
as  unhappy  a  position  as  before.  All,  then,  that 
is  left  to  me  is  to  endure  my  misfortunes  un- 
repiningly — I  do — I  will — nothing  shall  wring 
from  me  a  single  complaint.  In  a  choice  of 
overwhelming  miseries,  I  chose  what  seemed 
the  best.  It  has  proved  the  worst;  still  it 
shall  be  borne.  If,  despite  of  the  solemn  as¬ 
surance  of  a  man  who  would  not  stoop  to  false¬ 
hood  for  the  pi-eservation  of  a  thousand  lives, 
much  less  one  —  if,  despite  of  this,  you  pro¬ 
nounce  me  guilty,  I  am  content  to  die.  You 
take  the  life  of  a  guiltless  man ; — but  be  that 
upon  your  own  heads.  No  disgrace  will  accrue 
to  my  family  from  my  death,  for,  in  all  pro¬ 
bability,  the  justice  you  refuse  me.  Heaven  will 
render  to  my  name  at  last,  and  the  legal  murder 
you  have  committed,  appear  in  all  the  liideous- 
ness  of  tlie  truth.  My  lips  are  mysteriously 
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sealed  from  saviiip-  more.  'The  mountains  which 
you  beliold  from  these  windows,  to  all  appear¬ 
ance,  are  blue,”  (pointing  to  a  view  of  some 
distant  and  still  visible  hills  which  the  old 
assize  court  of  that  town  commanded  ;)  “  did 
we  see  them  for  the  first  time,  we  should  be 
ready  to  swear  that  they  are  of  that  colour. 
Such,  however,  is  not  the  fact ;  they  are  red, 
brown,  green,  and  a  vai’iety  of  hues — indeed 
almost  of  every  colour  except  blue;  but  dis¬ 
tance,  nevertheless,  mellows  them  into  that 
uniform  tint  which  you  behold.  Thus,  how¬ 
ever  strongly,  facts  may  to  man’s  fallible  senses 
appear  to  militate  against  me,  I  assure  you, 
by  everything  that  we  hold  most  dear,  that 
they  have  perfectly  misled  you  —  misled  the 
whole  of  you.  1  here  enter  my  solemn  pro¬ 
test  against  them,  and  reiterate,  however  you 
may  disbelieve  it,  my  perfect  innocence  in  this 
transaction.” 
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“  I  am  overwhelm’d  with  wonder, 
hat  prodigy  is  this  t 
Do  jmu  deal  wdth  witches,  rascal  f 
There  is  a  statute  for  you  ! 

-  To  save  thee 

ATould  beggar  the  stock  of  mercy  !" 

Massinoek. 

The  degree  of  wonder  and  surprise  produced 
upon  tlie  jury  and  the  court,  by  tlie  line  of  con¬ 
duct  Sir  Maurice  had  adopted,  is  not  easily  to 
be  imagined. 

“  After  tlie  overwhelming  mass  of  evidence 
against  him,  how  can  he  be  so  lost  to  common 
sense,”  said  many  of  the  bar,  “  as  to  think  that 
liis  single,  unsupported  word  is  to  bear  down 
everything  else  ?” 

Notwithstanding,  however,  that  this  was  the 
common  sense  view  of  the  question,  the  jury 
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wei’e  exceedingly  staggered  by  liis  resolute  as- 
sevei’ations  ;  while  the  judge,  to  whom  his  cha¬ 
racter  had  long  been  well  known,  could  scarcely 
conceive  it  possible  he  could  resort  to  such 
a  mere  trick  if  guilty  ;  and  yet  how  could  they, 
after  all  they  had  heard,  believe  him  innocent  ? 

Sir  INIaurice  had,  however,  not  long  resumed 
his  seat  when  the  chief  justice,  who  happened 
to  try  the  case,  began  to  sum  it  up  to  the  jury. 
His  lordship  having  at  great  length,  and  with 
much  care,  recapitulated  all  the  evidence  which 
had  been  offered,  interspersing  it  with  such  oc¬ 
casional  remarks  as  appeared  desirable  to  facili¬ 
tate  the  labour  of  the  jury,  concluded  his 
charge  to  them  with  these  observations  : — 

“  Whether,  therefore,  gentlemen,  we  regard 
the  startling  variety  of  facts  brought  under  our 
notice,  or  the  character  of  the  witnesses  by 
whom  they  have  been  adduced,  they  are  equally 
entitled  to  command  your  most  serious  con¬ 
sideration.  The  witnesses,  you  will  bear  in 
mind,  are  no  illiterate  people,  likely  from  want 
of  education  and  reflection,  to  be  easily  swayed 
and  prejudiced  into  believing  a  guilt  that  never 
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existed  but  in  their  own  too  credulous  imagin¬ 
ations.  This  too  often  has  been  the  case,  and 
a  virtuous  horror  of  one  crime  has  unknowingly 
led  many  a  witness  before  now,  into  the  com¬ 
mission  of  another  still  more  baneful.  Butin  this 
case  the  witnesses  are  in  the  same  rank  of  life 
as  the  prisoner,  than  which,  as  far  as  education 
and  knowledge  go,  none  can  well  be  higher. 
Of  all  these,  INIrs.  Kilpatrick  and  her  husband, 
and  also  the  prisoner’s  son,  are  alone  likely  to 
have  been  unintentionally  led  by  their  feelings 
to  overcolour  facts.  But  you  must  ask  v<  ur- 
selves  whether  the  facts  to  which  they  have 
borne  testimony  are  such  as  can  be  susceptible 
of  such  error.  On  the  whole,  therefore,  gen¬ 
tlemen,  it  remains  fur  you  to  consider  how  far 
this  consecutive  chain  of  evidence  has  been 
shaken  by  tlie  defence  or  exculpation  of  the 
unfortunate  prisoner.  Sir  Maurice  O’Donnel  has 
contented  himself  with  simply  denying  the  whole 
charge,  and  reminds  you  that  he  has  ever 
borne  in  the  world  the  highest  character  for 
truth.  Here,  however,  I  must  guard  you  from 
falling  into  an  error  :  Sir  Maurice  has  not 
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thought  fit  to  bring  any  witnesses  to  state  this, 
and  his  ipse  dixit  cannot  be  accepted  in  their 
stead.  The  beautiful  simile  by  which  he  has 
reminded  you  that  distant  hills  deceive  us,  is 
equally  open  to  your  inquiry  as  to  how  far  it  can 
be  made  to  bear  upon  his  case.  You  must  con¬ 
sider  whether  it  is  only  at  a  distance  that  the 
deceit  takes  place,  and  whether  the  comparison 
would  not  have  been  more  unexceptionable  be¬ 
fore  the  discovery  of  the  skeleton ;  for  when 
the  truth  is  brought  home  to  us — when  the 
hills  are  beneath  our  feet,  the  deception  can 
exist  no  longer.  Which,  therefore,  is  now  the 
case,  gentlemen,  it  is  your  province  to  decide. 
I  have  no  doubt  that,  let  your  verdict  be  what 
it  may,  it  will  be  the  conscientious  result  of 
your  deliberate  judgment.  This  finally  bear  in 
mind, — should  your  efforts  at  a  just  decision  lead 
you  after  all  to  doubt,  that  doubt  must  be 
rendered  in  favour  of  the  prisoner,  for  this  it  is 
his  right  to  claim,  and  your  duty  to  award.” 

The  summing  up  had  ceased — the  jury  re¬ 
tired  to  find  their  verdict.  The  judge,  after 
the  long  trial  of  his  patience,  rose  for  a  few 
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minutes’  I'elaxation,  and  the  death-like  stillness, 
which  had  but  so  lately  been  broken  only  by 
the  voice  of  the  chief  justice,  was  once  more 
disturbed  by  the  various  opinions  and  specula¬ 
tions  of  those  around  me.  These  were  at  first 
given  in  a  low  whisper,  whose  murmur  gra¬ 
dually  deepened  into  the  ordinary  tone  of  con¬ 
versation,  occasionally  broken  by  a  laugh,  as 
jest  or  sneer  drew  forth  the  mirth  of  the  un¬ 
feeling. 

How  painfully  did  sounds,  which  would 
have  passed  unheeded  at  another  moment,  then 
strike  home.  In  vain  I  tried  to  shut  out  the 
opinions  so  freely  bandied  around  me.  Not 
one  appeared  to  entertain  a  hope  as  to  the 
innocence  of  the  prisoner,  nor,  after  all  that  had 
passed,  could  I. 

Anxious  to  spare  myself  the  pain  of  hearing 
the  final  and  the  fatal  word  given,  that  was  to 
doom  so  near  a  relative,  I  soon  rose  to  leave 
the  court ;  but  the  sudden  re-entrance  of  the 
jury  on  one  side,  and  the  judge  on  the  other, 
affected  me  to  a  degree,  that  did  not  even 
permit  the  power  or  volition.  I  sank  back  in 
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my  seat,  unable  eitliei’  to  fulfil  the  wish  I  had 
formed,  or  even  to  express  it.  My  eye  invo¬ 
luntarily  wandered  to  my  father. 

How  I  envied  him  the  stern  calmness  appa¬ 
rent  in  his  eye,  as  the  clerk  of  the  court  de¬ 
manded  of  the  twelve,  “  Gentlemen,  have  you 
considered  your  verdict  ?  How  say  you,  is 
the  prisoner  at  the  bar  guilty,  or  not  guilty  ?” 

At  that  terrible  question  every  eye  was 
turned  upon  the  foreman,  every  ear  strained 
to  catch  the  syllables  which  he  should  next 
utter,  bearing  with  them,  as  they  would,  the 
weight  of  life  or  death.  That  it  would  be 
the  former,  no  one  could  even  for  a  moment 
conceive.  The  very  rapidity  with  which  they 
had  come  to  their  decision  at  once  forbade 
this  belief.  But  this  knowledge  only  the  more 
awfully  increased  the  expectant  stillness  of  the 
moment. 

The  foreman,  on  hearing  the  question  of  the 
clerk,  turned  his  eye  towards  my  father,  as  if 
in  momentary  pity  of  the  pang  he  was  about  to 
inflict,  and  then  looking  towards  the  judge,  said, 
Guil — ”  The  final  syllable  yet  trembled  on 
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his  lips,  when  a  wild  piercing  cry  arrested  its 
further  utterance.  The  eye  of  every  one  was 
turned  to  the  quarter  whence  the  noise  came, 
a  low  door,  a  little  behind  the  bench  on  which 
1  sat,  being  in  the  sight  of  the  prisoner,  and 
giving  the  public  admittance  to  the  court. 

“  What  is  the  meaning  of  this  interrup¬ 
tion  ?”  angrily  demanded  his  lordship  from  the 
bench. 

The  crier  of  the  court  elbowed  his  way  out 
to  ascertain  and  remove  its  cause;  but  the 
quick  repetition  of  the  cry,  and  the  wild  ex¬ 
clamation  of  “  I  must  be  heard  !”  was  explained 
by  the  sudden  appearance  of  a  stranger  within 
the  door  of  the  court,  while  another  of  a  ^ 
strong  herculean  frame,  in  a  sailor’s  dress, 
cleared  the  way.  Some  one  still  stood  betwixt 
me  and  the  intruders,  but  I  distinctly  heard  the 
words,  “  My  lord,  I  throw  myself  on  your  pro¬ 
tection  !” — Another  moment,  and  the  speaker 
stood  before  me.  I  looked  up :  Father  of 
mercy  !  could  this  be? 

Kathleen  herself  stood  beside  me  !  I  looked 
— could  this  be  reality  ? — Could  this  be  life, 
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and  no  distempered  vision  that  gave  her  back 
to  me  ?  I  passed  my  hands  across  my  eyes, 
scarcely  knowing  howto  doubt — scarcely  daring 
to  believe.  At  this  moment  she  turned,  her 
eye  caught  mine,  and  the  recognition  was 
complete. 

What  language  can  do  justice  to  the  scene 
that  followed  ?  One  whom  all  human  calcu¬ 
lations  had  consigned  to  an  assassin’s  malice 
long  years  since,  now  appeared  to  confound 
those  who  were  trul}'^  about  to  steep  their 
hands  in  a  judicial  murder.  In  the  last  ex¬ 
tremity  of  surprise,  every  eye  was  fixed  upon 
us;  that  of  the  jurymen  in  particular,  who 
yet  only  half  comprehended  what  had  hap¬ 
pened,  or  how  great  an  error  they,  more  par¬ 
ticularly,  had  been  saved  from  rendering  irre¬ 
trievable.  No  one,  however,  could  behold  such 
a  scene  unmoved. 

Kathleen’s  tears  flowed  fast  and  freely  on  my 
neck,  and  for  a  few  seconds  not  a  sound  could 
be  heard  to  interrupt  her  sobs.  As  for  the 
judge,  had  he  been  suddenly  transformed  to 
stone,  he  could  not  have  appeared  more  ut- 
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terly  petrified.  At  last  recovering  himself,  he 
demanded  the  meaning  of  the  scene,  and  the 
lady’s  name.  At  this  question,  Sir  Maurice, 
who  hitherto  had  remained  the  most  unmoved 
of  all,  now  rose,  and,  with  a  sternness  and  self- 
confidence  redoubled  from  what  had  occurred, 
pointed  to  Kathleen,  saying, 

“  That,  my  lord,  is  Miss  O’Donnel,  the  lady 
for  whose  murder  you  had  taken  steps,  a  few 
minutes  since,  to  doom  me  to  the  gallows.” 

As  my  father  said  this,  he  directed  the  at¬ 
tention  of  the  amazed  spectators  to  something 
which  lay  upon  the  judge’s  desk,  and  which, 
when  his  lordship  hastened  to  remove  it,  was 
at  once  seen  to  be — the  fatal  black  cap. 

Indeed,  so  surely  had  the  criminating  verdict 
of  the  jury  been  foreseen,  that,  till  this  moment, 
his  lordship’s  temporary  forgetfulness  in  pre- 
]iaring  to  pronounce  doom  had  escaped  observa¬ 
tion.  Paying  no  attention  to  this  part  of  my 
father’s  observation,  his  lordship  now  asked  if 
any  one  in  court  could  identify  Kathleen  as  the 
relation  whose  sujiposed  remains  had  that  day 
been  exhibited.  This  the  counsel  for  the  pro- 
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secution  was  at  once  able  to  do  most  com¬ 
pletely  ;  and  well  it  was  so — for  how  could 
I,  or  any  of  those  who  had  made  such  a  dread¬ 
ful  mistake  already,  undertake  this  new  iden¬ 
tity? 

The  only  question  that  now  remained,  was 
how  to  proceed  in  point  of  form,  in  rehearing 
evidence  on  a  trial  so  far  closed,  that  even  the 
verdict  was  partially  given.  The  jury,  how¬ 
ever,  saved  all  further  trouble  on  this  head, 
by  intimating  their  readiness  to  return  and  re¬ 
consider  their  verdict,  which  was  immediately 
given — Not  Guilty. 
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CHAPTER  XII. 


The  fearful  mystery  is  solved  in  vain. 

If  bliss  bring  new-born  terrors  in  its  train. 


Strange,  indeed,  was  the  story  which  Kathleen 
had  to  relate,  and  one  which  might  well  induce 
admirers  of  circumstantial  evidence  to  pause 
before  they  condemn  a  fellow-creature,  even 
though  a  criminal,  on  the  translation  of 
facts  that  may  as  easily  bear  one  interpreta¬ 
tion  as  another.  She  stated,  that,  on  being 
carried  off  from  her  grandfather’s  residence, 
she  was  borne  blindfolded,  and  with  her  arms 
secured,  to  a  cottage,  distant  three  hours’ 
ride,  and  which  she  afterwards  identified  as 
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Donaghue’s  cabin.  Here  the  leader  of  the 
party  had  her  dismounted,  and  given  to  the 
care  of  a  young  female,  of  her  own  height  and 
figure,  whom  she  had  never  seen  before,  but 
who  was  called  Carry,  and  who,  by  her  descrip¬ 
tion,  was  doubtless  the  daughter  of  the  ruflfian 
Donaghue. 

This  girl,  it  seems,  showed  her  all  the  kindness 
in  her  power  but,  from  motives  of  fear,  resolutely 
declined  entering  into  any  of  the  circumstances 
of  her  abduction  ;  and  while  telling  Kathleen 
that  she  had  no  resource  but  in  submission, 
promised  that  no  harm  should  befall  her,  and 
that  she  would  always  be  by  her  as  an  at¬ 
tendant.  Assurances  similar  to  these  had 
been  previously  made  to  her,  on  the  way  from 
her  own  home,  by  the  leader  of  the  party,  who, 
however,  endeavoured  to  say  as  little  as  pos¬ 
sible,  to  prevent  being  recognised.  With 
the  same  view,  he  spoke  in  a  disguised  tone  of 
voice,  of  which,  though  she  entertained  strong 
suspicions,  she  could  not  be  at  all  sure  as  to  the 
identity. 

On  arriving  at  this  cabin,  the  girl  al- 
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ready  mentioned  took  her  to  her  own  sleep¬ 
ing-room,  the  rudest  loft  that  could  well  be 
imagined,  and  made  offer  of  some  food,  which 
she  declined.  Being  in  great  distress  of  mind, 
she  took  off  part  of  her  clothes  and  lay  down, 
her  companion  sitting  by  her  side,  endeavouring 
to  console  her.  While  thus  engaged,  she  heard, 
by  the  sound  of  horses’  hoofs,  that  the  greater 
part  of  the  men  who  had  brought  her  thither 
liad  I'idden  away,  and  that  only  two  voices 
could  afterwards  be  distinguished,  as  if  in 
earnest  conversation.  Soon,  by  the  inci’eased 
noise  below,  she  judged  the  remaining  two 
to  be  quarrelling,  and,  in  particular,  imagined 
that  she  heard  her  own  name  pronounced  in  the 
voice  of  Sir  Maurice  O’Donnel. 

On  this  point,  however,  she  would  not  un¬ 
dertake  to  make  any  positive  assertion.  In  a 
few  minutes  the  sounds  of  quarrel  increased  to 
a  violent  degree,  and  were  succeeded  by  the 
noise  of  blows  like  the  clashing  of  two  swords. 
Her  companion,  who  had  been  preparing 
to  lie  down  and  sleep  beside  her,  now 
started  up,  and,  seizing  in  her  liurry  by  mistake 
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part  of  Kathleen’s  dress,  she  threw  it  over  her, 
and  rushed  down  stairs.  Kathleen  then  stated, 
that  for  a  moment  she  heard  the  girl’s  voice 
endeavouring  to  interfere,  and  that  this  was 
suddenly  ended  by  a  most  piercing  shriek,  fol¬ 
lowed  by  a  breathless  silence  and  whisper. 

Meanwhile,  Kathleen  had  no  sooner  been 
rid  of  her  guard,  than  she  too  arose,  with 
the  intention  of  slipping  noiselessly  out  of 
the  house  during  the  affray.  When,  how¬ 
ever,  she  gained  the  bottom  of  the  stairs,  she 
beheld  opposite  to  her  two  men,  whom  she  be¬ 
lieved  to  be  Sir  Maurice  and  a  stranger — the 
latter  with  a  heavy  sword  still  in  his  hand, 
and  the  former,  with  a  broken  one  lying  at  his 
feet,  both  being  in  the  act  of  supporting  the 
poor  girl,  who,  a  few  minutes  since,  had  left 
her  side  in  perfect  health,  but  who  was  now  to 
all  appearance  a  corpse,  with  her  head  severed 
nearly  in  two,  and  the  blood  gushing  from 
her  in  torrents. 

This  appalling  spectacle  so  overcame  all 
presence  of  mind  that  she  fainted,  and  had  too 
indistinct  a  recollection  of  what  happened  for 
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some  time  to  make  any  positive  statement  ; 
the  only  images  that  she  could  at  all  recall, 
being  those  of  a  second  journey  on  horseback, 
succeeded  by  the  deadly  sea-sickness  of  a 
sailing-boat.  At  last  she  found  herself  in  a 
French  convent,  strictly  watched  and  guarded, 
and  visited  occasionally  by  the  wretch  whom 
she  believed  to  be  the  father  of  the  deceased 
girl. 

Having  been  caught  in  one  or  two  endeavours 
to  fling  over  the  walls  of  the  convent,  letters 
describing  these  particulars,  as  well  as  in  making 
preparations  for  a  personal  escape,  she  was 
once  more  placed  on  hoard  a  vessel ;  and,  under 
the  command  of  the  scoundrel  who  came  to 
see  her,  she,  after  a  long  voyage,  which  she 
described  as  being  accompanied  by  dreadful 
suffering,  was  once  more  landed  and  placed  in 
a  second  convent,  where  the  authorities  were 
French  people,  though  in  a  tropical  climate ; 
and  slie  was  forewarned,  that  in  proportion  as 
she  endeavoured  to  effect  her  escape,  would 
her  treatment  become  more  harsh.  Fully  be¬ 
lieving  in  tlie  truth  of  this,  and  her  energies 
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being  now  somewhat  deadened  by  despair,  she 
became  conscious  that  those  around  her,  though 
they  would  never  hear  her  story,  were  still  in¬ 
clined  to  make  her  happyafter  their  way.  She 
resolutely  abstained,  therefore,  from  any  idle 
effort  to  obtain  freedom  in  a  spot  where  she  was 
convinced  she  had  no  real  friends ;  and  though 
she  resisted  all  the  persuasions  used  to  induce 
her  to  become  a  convert  and  take  the  vows, 
she  found  that  resignation  could  alone  support 
her  in  abiding  the  issue  of  her  unhappy  for¬ 
tunes. 

In  this  manner  one  twelvemonth  after 
another  rolled  away  ;  remittances  from  England 
were  regularly  forwarded  to  her,  though  she 
knew  not  through  what  channel ;  but  as 
Donaghue  called  every  few  months  to  inquire 
after  her  health,  she  concluded  that  they  were 
conveyed  through  his  agency.  At  last  both 
his  visits  and  the  remittances  ceased,  and  the 
superior  of  the  establishment  seemed  willing 
to  allow  the  departure  of  Kathleen,  had  she 
possessed  the  funds.  But  though  she  had 
carefully  saved  up,  for  some  such  contingency 
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as  the  present,  some  part  of  the  money  that  had 
been  allowed  her,  when  she  learnt  that  she 
had  been  residing  in  the  island  of  St.  Do¬ 
mingo,  and  came  to  inquire  as  to  the  expenses 
of  her  return  to  England,  she  found  her 
means  utterly  insufficient  to  the  end  proposed. 

The  grief  that  she  now  felt,  was,  perhaps, 
more  bitter  than  that  experienced  bj'  her  in  any 
former  part  of  her  heavy  trials,  from  thinking 
that  when  so  slight  a  bar  to  her  escape  inter¬ 
posed,  she  should  still  be  prevented  from  regain¬ 
ing  that  country  and  those  friends  from  whom 
she  had  been  so  cruelly  torn  !  With  this  feeling 
was  mixed  the  apprehension,  that  with  every 
day’s  delay  the  return  of  Donagluie  became 
more  probable;  and  with  the  remittance  which 
he  might  bring,  the  riveting  of  her  chains 
would  be  ensured. 

Hitherto,  by  the  kindness  of  the  superior, 
she  had  always  been  spared  the  deep  disgust 
and  horror  of  seeing  her  persecutor.  One 
morning,  however,  all  her  wmrst  fears  were 
quickened  into  fresh  life  by  hearing  that  a 
stranger,  in  a  sailor’s  dress,  desired  to  speak 
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with  her.  For  a  long  time  she  hesitated  to 
grant  the  interview  required  ;  but,  on  doing  so, 
she  learnt  to  her  delight  that  the  object  of  her 
detestation  and  dread  had  just  been  executed 
at  Jamaica  for  piracy ;  and  that  the  indivi¬ 
dual  who  addressed  her,  having  found  among 
the  papers  of  one  of  his  vessels  all  the  corre¬ 
spondence  which  related  to  her,  as  well  as 
being  acquainted  with  me,  to  whom  he  ex¬ 
pressed  himself  under  some  obligations,  had 
hurried  to  set  her  free,  and  expedite  her  pas¬ 
sage  to  England,  whither  the  Epaminondas 
with  myself  had  already  gone. 

The  rest  of  her  narrative  explained  itself. 
For  my  own  part,  I  did  not  doubt  that  it  was 
Beckett  who  had  finally  displayed  his  gratitude 
by  this  important  service ;  while,  knowing  the 
danger  of  his  own  return  to  England,  and  still 
desirous  of  executing  his  generous  purposes  to 
the  utmost,  he  had  given  Kathleen  in  charge  to 
'the  trusty  fellow  who  had  attended  her  up  to 
.  the  very  moment  of  her  rushing  so  opportunely 
into  court. 

The  first  information  gained  by  her  inquiries 
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after  reaching  England,  was  that  of  my  father’s 
trial.  Notwithstanding  the  deep  and  unpitying 
wrongs  wrought  her  by  a  hand  that  she  now 
knew  to  have  been  his,  she  hurried  off,  rest¬ 
ing  not  a  moment  either  by  night  or  day 
till  she  gained  the  court,  and  there  saved  the 
life  of  one  who  had  hitherto  embittered  all  her 
own. 
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CHAPTER  XIII. 


New  mysteries,  new  doubts,  new  crimes,  new  fears. 
Ending,  at  last,  in  hopes  of  happy  years. 

Sir  Maurice  O’Donnel  was  now  once  more 
at  liberty  —  Kathleen  was  restored  to  me — 
Caustic,  Howard,  and  Lady  Redmond,  were 
gathered  round  me,  and  at  last  my  happiness 
seemed  to  be  as  complete  as  the  lot  of 
humanity  allows.  One  hitter  alloy  only  pre¬ 
sented  itself,  and  that  was  in  the  person  of 
my  father. 

Could  we  ever  meet  again  as  friends  after 
the  atrocious  outrage  he  had  instigated  ? 
Would  he  brave  the  scandal  of  the  world 
by  remaining  in  Ireland  after  all  the  expo¬ 
sure  of  this  trial?  And,  after  all  the  other 
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ills  he  had  wrought  me,  must  I  too  share  in  that  ? 
Our  poverty  !  that  also  was  still  to  be  con¬ 
tended  with — and  thankful  would  I  have  been, 
had  that  been  the  only  burden  I  was  to  bear. 
The  half-pay  of  a  surgeon  in  the  navy  was, 
to  be  sure,  a  mere  pittance ;  but  as  I  had 
always  taught  myself  to  prize  wealth  chiefly 
for  the  extended  good  it  might  enable  me  to 
achieve  for  those  around  me,  I  could  bear  in 
silence  the  privations  of  my  penury,  and  trust 
to  honourable  exertions  for  eking  out  a  suffi¬ 
ciency  in  my  profession. 

Still  I  was  not  romantic  enough  to  ima¬ 
gine  that  love,  however  ai'dent,  was  aliment 
sufficiently  substantial  to  support  existence ; 
and  I  trembled  as  the  experience  of  life 
depicted  to  me  the  sad  and  often  irresis¬ 
tible  attacks  which  straitened  circumstances 
will  in  time  effect  upon  the  purest  affection. 
These  last  were,  however,  but  the  passing 
misgivings  of  the  moment — I  was  infinitely  too 
much  overjoyed  at  the  miraculous  preservation 
of  her  I  loved,  to  allow  such  thoughts  to  dis¬ 
tress  me.  The  position  which  I  occupied  witii 
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my  father  formed  one  infinitely  more  urgent  and 
distressing ;  and  while  I  was  discussing  with 
my  friends  the  course  I  ought  to  take,  the 
following  letter  from  him  was  put  into  my 
hands. 

“  After  all  you  have  heard  and  experienced, 
you  have  doubtless  assigned  to  me  a  character 
of  the  greatest  cruelty  perhaps  ever  borne.  Be 
that  as  it  may,  I  do  not  now  write  to  my  only 
son  to  exculpate  myself,  nor  even  to  allude 
to,  much  less  explain,  the  past ;  but  to  state 
a  few  melancholy  facts,  and  to  discharge  one  of 
the  most  terrible  duties  of  a  miserable  exist¬ 
ence. 

“  You  are  now  aware  of  the  sad  history  of  my 
poor  friend,  which,  for  the  sake  of  all  of  us, 
I  have  so  long  endeavoured  to  bury  in  oblivion. 
Some  dreadful  curse  has  hitherto,  however, 
rested  upon  our  family.  We  have  bent  under 
it  in  every  direction,  and  now  the  crisis  has  ar¬ 
rived  which  is  to  annihilate — not  our  happiness, 
— that  was  wrecked  long  since — but  even  the  last 
vestige  of  our  peace. 

“The  cause  of  that  deadly  quarrel  between 
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myself  and  Colonel  O’Donnel,  which  public  curi¬ 
osity  has  so  long  and  so  vainly  endeavoured  to 
ascertain,  is  one  which  I  have  striven  with  all  my 
soul,  and  in  your  case,  I  fear,  too  unguardedly, 
to  carry  to  my  grave ;  but  it  is  now  placed 
perforce  in  your  possession.  Act  as  you  will 
with  the  accursed  secret.  The  knowledge  of  it 
will,  in  all  probability,  blast  every  hope  of  joy 
which  you  possess ;  while  to  keep  you  still  in 
ignorance  would  produce  results  not  less  de¬ 
plorable,  and  be  in  me  a  crime  of  deeper  com¬ 
plexion  than  any  my  unprosperous  destiny  has 
yet  thrust  upon  me. 

“  You  have  seen  that,  in  hopes  to  avoid  this 
dreadful  narrative,  I  had  wound  up  my  re¬ 
solution  to  undergo  unjustly  the  disgraceful 
death  of  the  gibbet ;  and  I  call  to  witness 
those  solemn  powers  which  have  so  afflicted 
me,  that  a  considei'ation  for  you  leads  me 
to  a  confession  which  my  own  scandalous  death' 
never  should  have  wrung  from  me. 

“  My  friend’s  wife,  one  of  the  most  amiable 
and  well-conducted  young  women  I  ever  met, 
was  of  a  delicate  habit,  and  afflicted  with  the 
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infirmity  of  sleep-walking.  You  well  know 
with  what  extreme  caution  this  disease,  for  it 
is  no  less,  requires  to  be  treated  ;  and  Colonel 
O’Donnel,  fully  aware  that  insanity  has  resulted 
from  waking  people  too  suddenly  under  similar 
circumstances,  was  accustomed  to  keep  a  strict 
scrutiny  over  her  when  in  this  deplorable  state, 
and,  by  rising  and  following  her,  guard  his 
wife  from  any  harm. 

“  By  extreme  care  this  habit  in  Mrs.  O’Don- 
nel  had  been,  as  we  believed,  quite  cured ; 
and  after  showing  itself  only  when  external  cir¬ 
cumstances  had  grievously  oppressed  the  mind, 
a  long  interval  elapsed  without  any  recurrence, 
and  we  ceased  to  fear  that  such  would  be  the 
case. 

“  The  colonel  almost  forgot  that  it  had  ever 
occurred,  and  this  led  to  his  neglecting  the  pre¬ 
cautions  that  guarded  against  its  evils.  When  he, 
as  you  are  aware,  left  Castle  Maurice  for  his 
promotion,  his  wife  greatly  wished  to  accom¬ 
pany  him  ;  but  as  he  had  a  peculiar  aversion 
to  such  a  step,  she  remained  behind,  and,  it 
being  their  first  separation,  was  in  great  distress. 
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At  this  time  both  my  brother’s  room  and  m3' 
own  were  doubly  furnished  chambers,  and  when 
my  wife  rose  on  the  following  morning  she  came 
to  my  side.  The  discovery  which  ensued  I  can¬ 
not,  dare  not  relate  to  you  in  detail ;  suffice  it  to 
say  that  the  hapj3iness  of  a  life  was  blasted  in  a 
moment,  for  all  three.  The  unspeakable  agony, 
the  liorrible  debate  that  followed,  I  cannot  dwell 
upon.  Mrs.  O’Donnel  became  a  gibbering  idiot ; 
mv'  wife  fell  into  almost  as  pitiable  a  state  ; 
and  I  was  thenceforth  the  melancholy  being 
you  have  always  known. 

“  At  first  it  was  thought  advisable  to  conceal 
the  truth  from  the  colonel  ;  but  that  becoming 
impossible,  I  wrote  to  him  a  letter  conjointly  with 
your  mother.  "^I’o  her  part  of  this  letter  he  re¬ 
plied.  But  whether  his  reason  tottered  under 
the  blow,  I  know  not;  I  cannot,  however,  think 
otherwise.  He  refused  to  believe  anything  but 
the  vilest  treachery  on  my  part — spoke  of  his 
immediate  return — and  vowed  to  attempt  mv 
life  whenever  he  should  meet  me. 

“■  IIoj)ing  that  a  calmer  hour  would  arrive, 
1  purposely  went  out  of  the  way.  He  removed 
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his  wife  to  the  next  county.  Here  Kathleen 
was  born,  and  the  mother  died. 

“  The  rest  is  known  to  you,  and  you  are  too 
dreadfully  able  to  account  for  my  apparent 
cruelty  in  preventing  a  union  between  you  and 
one  who,  I  was  too  well  aware  for  my  own  peace 
of  mind,  was,  unhappy  boy  ! — your  sister ! 

“  Where  is  this  wretchedness  to  end  ?  Two 
more  are  now  sacrificed,  and  my  unwilling  hands 
have  wielded  the  fatal  weapon.  Where  is  this 
misery  to  cease?  In  you  and  Kathleen  are 
the  only  remains  of  our  family — and  can — but 
I  dare  not  pursue  the  question.  Alas,  what  is 
left  for  you  I  know  not  !  We  shall  never  meet 
again,  and  this  is  something  spared  to  both  of  us. 

“  I  leave  you  the  estate  that  came  to  me, 
cut  of  which  I  have  secured  the  trivial  com¬ 
petence  that  suffices  one  whose  wishes  are 
bounded  by  the  desire  of  a  speedy  grave. 
You  will  soon  liear  the  rumour  of  my  death, 
and  it  is  my  wish  that  it  should  be  believed. 
When  your  thoughts  wander  to  one  so  doubly 
wretched,  think  of  me  as  amono;  the  nianv 
victims  of  misfortune — the  sport  of  every  cida- 
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mity,  and  one  whose  evil  destiny  has  pursued 
him  to  the  uttermost.  The  last  words  that  I 
shall  ever  address  to  you  are  these  :  By  every 
hope  of  future  happiness  I  protest  that  I  have 
been  the  victim  of  accident,  and  not  of  crime. 
You  will,  perhaps,  more  readily  give  credence 
to  this  assertion,  when  you  reflect  on  the  wrong 
your  suspicions  have  already  done  me,  as  to  the 
death  of  Donagh Lie’s  child,  the  particulars  of 
which  are  enclosed. 

“  Maurice  O’Donnel.” 

It  was  not  until  after  the  third  perusal  of  this 
letter  that  the  whole  of  the  harrowing  truth  was 
made  out  by  me.  A  moment  since,  and  hope  and 
promise  spread  before  me  the  smiling,  though, 
alas,  too  visionary  prospect  of  everything  which, 
for  the  last  two  years  of  my  life,  fancy  had  pic¬ 
tured  as  most  desirable  and  least  to  be  expected. 
Now,  as  by  the  shock  of  an  earthquake,  a  deep  and 
impassable  gulf  was  fixed  between  me  and  all 
that  my  soul  most  desired  ;  while  plunged  at 
the  bottom  of  this  deep  abyss  of  misery  and 
despair,  lay  every  liope,  beyond  all  realization, 
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my  torment  being  doubled  by  the  view  of  tliat 
happiness  which  never  could  be  mine. 

Astonishment,  horror,  grief,  anger,  and  de¬ 
spair,  filled  my  soul  by  turns.  A  thousand 
dark  resolves  passed  through  my  mind,  each 
changed  and  succeeded  by  another,  and  none 
remaining.  Well  miglit  my  father  ponder 
on  what  steps  I  should  pursue!  Alas!  I  knew 
not  myself — I  was  lost  !  To  marry  Kathleen 
was  impossible — to  tell  her  the  dai  k  truth  ap¬ 
peared  equally  so — yet,  in  a  few  days,  I  was 
pledged  to  lead  her  to  the  same  altar  that 
should  sanctify  the  vows  of  Lady  Desmond  and 
Howard.  What  excuse  could  I  make — how 
could  that  union,  before  so  desired — now  so 
dreaded — be  evaded  ?  I  knew  not. 

One  only  mode  appeared  at  hand  to  termi¬ 
nate  all  my  sorrows,  and  some  dark  fiend 
seemed  with  laughing  accents  to  whisper  it  to 
my  ear  —  “It  would  indeed  complete  the 
mystery  of  our  family  to  the  public!”  But 
then,  how  would  the  case  stand  ?  In  this  world 
my  woes  would  certainly  be  terminated  :  but 
taking  no  other  view  of  it,  how  would  such  a 

VOL.  III.  M 


266 


THE  NAVAI-  SUKGF.ON. 


step  under  every  circumstance  affect  Kathleen, 
otherwise  tlian  to  plunge  her  in  the  wildest 
grief — perhaps  insanity  ?  And  had  she  deserved 
this  act  of  selfisliness  from  me? — she,  who 
through  so  many  severe  trials — so  many  wear- 
ing  years — had  never  flinched  from  me  even  in 
thought  ?  Perish  the  idea — an  eternity  of  woes 
were  better  than  one  such  deed  ! 

Courage  came  to  my  rescue ;  after  so  many 
vials  had  been  poured  on  my  defenceless 
head,  surely  one  more  might  be  borne,  though 
even  more  bitter  and  burning  than  all  which 
had  preceded  it.  I  would  seek  Caustic ;  his 
heart  would,  I  knew,  afford  me  sympathy  under 
any  ills,  much  less  such  as  those  which  now 
oppressed  me.  Nor  was  his  head  less  equal  to 
advise  for  them. 

As  I  rose  for  this  purpose,  my  servant 
came  to  tell  me  that  a  gentleman  desired  to 
speak  to  me. 

“  I  cannot  see  him,”  I  replied. 

“  I  doubt  that,”  said  the  stranger,  advancing 
into  the  room  ;  and  Caustic  himself  stood  before 
me  ! 
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“What  is  the  mattei'?”  said  he,  starting 
back  as  liis  eye  beheld  on  my  face  traces  of 
the  agitation  at  work  within  me. 

“  Everything,  my  dear  friend,”  I  I’eplied, 
“  that  can  befal  a  ruined  man.” 

“  Sav  ratlier,  a  man  who  is  the  luckiest  mor- 
tal  I  ever  heard  of.” 

“  Caustic,”  I  replied,  “  for  once  you  might 
have  forborne  a  jest,  if  you  are  acquainted 
with  m\'  deep  cause  of  anguish  ; — though  I 
know  not  how  that  should  be  possible.” 

“  Jest !  man  alive,  what  ails  you  ?  I  never 
was  more  in  sober  earnest  in  my  life.  But 
what  has  happened  to  make  your  venom  more 
than  you  can  swallow  ? — though,  after  all  I  have 
just  heard,  I  am  ready  to  believe  anything — 
I  doubt,  however,  whether  I  shall  long  keep  my 
recollection.  But  that’s  by  the  way.  And  now 
lend  me  thine  ear,  and  whatever  woes  you 
have  to  tell,  I  feel  convinced  you  will  tell  them 
with  a  lighter  heart  after  the  good  news 
which  I  have  been  sent  to  communicate  to 
you.” 

“Good  news  to  me  ?  Alas  !  their  arrival  is 
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too  late.  There  is  a  depth  of  misery,  at  which 
even  good  fortune  itself  is  bitter.” 

“  Ay,  indeed,  that’s  what  I  should  call  a  very 
wholesome  bitter,  and  a  capital  tonic  no  doubt 
it  is.  I  wish  to  Heaven  some  one  would  take 
to  dosing  me  with  it ;  by  gosh,  sir,  straight¬ 
way  would  I  abandon  all  other  drugs  in 
future.  But  hear  me,  man — in  the  first  place, 
the  hitherto  supposed  Miss  Kathleen  O’Donnel 
is  in  reality  Viscountess  Desmond  ;  so  that  you 
and  Howard  have  just  changed  shoes  in  your 
wooings.” 

“  Explain  yourself,  for  your  words  have  ex¬ 
cited  in  me  a  confusion  of  ideas  that  amounts 
almost  to  derangement.” 

“What,  in  the  name  of  Nemesis,  is  the 
matter  with  you  ?  what  has  gone  wrong — what 
have  you  behind  the  curtain 

“  You  shall  hear  presently — but — ” 

“  Say  I  my  riddle  first.? — bene!  Yesterday 
evening  a  despatcli  reached  Lady  Desmond — 
as  I  will  call  her  for  the  sake  of  perspicuity — 
entreating  her  to  visit  a  sick  person,  formerly  in 
your  familv  as  a  nurse,  who  had  some  importanf 
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secret  to  intrust  to  her.  Though  this  message 
created  great  surprise,  the  request  was  granted, 
and  Lady  Desmond  and  her  father  set  out 
to  see  the  invalid  forthwith.  They  found 
her  extremely  ill,  though  less  so  in  body,  I 
believe,  than  in  mind.  No  entreaties  coidd  in¬ 
duce  her  to  communicate  what  she  had  to 
say  to  Lady  Desmond’s  father,  and  his  lord- 
ship,  in  no  slight  pet,  was  obliged  to  leave 
ihfim  tete-d-tete.  After  much  preliminary  mat¬ 
ter,  and  no  slight  hesitation,  the  woman  said 
that  she  had  sent  for  the  heiress  solely  to  beg 
that  out  of  her  abundance  slie  would  make 
some  allowance  to  you  and  Kathleen,  of  whose 
return  she  had  heard. 

“  Though,  from  having  brought  Lady  Des¬ 
mond  up  for  some  years,  slie  possessed  great 
influence  in  that  quarter,  Ida  plainly  per¬ 
ceived  that  some  cause  for  this  request  was  in 
the  back-ground,  and  therefore  affected  to  give 
it  a  blank  denial.  By  way  of  enforcing  her 
argument,  the  woman  let  fall  some  hints  as  to 
the  right  which  Miss  Kathleen  had  to  be  so 
taken  care  of.  Still  her  ladyship  persisted  in 
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a  firm  denial,  and  partly  by  contradiction, 
partly  by  coaxing,  and  partly  by  representing 
to  her  the  sin  of  concealing,  on  what  might  be 
her  own  deathbed,  facts  necessary  to  the  ren¬ 
dering  of  justice  towards  another.  Lady  Des¬ 
mond  at  last  obtained  this  singular  expla¬ 
nation. 

“  At  the  birth  of  Miss  O’Donnel  she  was 
nurse  in  your  father’s  family,  and  being  pos¬ 
sessed  of  some  knowledge,  though  of  what  kind 
she  would  not  in  any  way  confess,  which  led 
her  to  believe  that  the  little  infant  would  be 
unkindly  treated,  she  took  an  opportunity, 
when  in  company  a  few  days  afterwards  with 
the  nurse  of  the  Desmond  family,  to  exchange 
her  little  charge  for  the  young  heiress  of  that 
house,  who,  as  you  know,  was  born  on  the  same 
day,  and  whose  mother,  as  well  as  Miss  O’Don- 
nel’s,  had  died  in  childbed. 

“  The  eyes  of  the  infants,  being  of  the  same 
colour,  made  the  deceit  less  difficult.  The 
clothes  worn  at  the  time,  she  exchanged,  dress¬ 
ing  each  in  the  other’s  linen,  the  baby  being 
left  in  her  charge  while  the  nurse  kept  an  ap- 
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pointment  with  some  lover.  After  having 
committed  this  act  of  virtuous  roguery,  it 
seems  that  her  affection,  naturally  great  for 
the  only  Miss  O’Donnel,  increased  to  sucli  a 
degree  as  led  her,  at  the  earliest  opportunity, 
to  leave  her  own  situation  and  get  into  one 
then  vacant  in  the  Desmond  family.  Thus 
she  had  once  more  the  satisfaction  of  acting 
as  mother  to  the  child  she  had  wrongfully 
made  ‘  Viscountess  in  her  own  ri^ht.’  Such 

c5 

freaks  does  fortune  play  in  this  queer  world  of 
ours. 

“It  would  be  curious,  by  the  way,  to  ana¬ 
lyze  the  motives  of  that  woman’s  most  eccen¬ 
tric  love — but  I  will  not  moralize,  for  I  see 
that  you  are  most  marvellously  on  the  tenter¬ 
hooks.  However,  the  nurse,  it  seems,  having 
afterwards  witnessed  with  compunction  the 
deep  sufferings  the  wronged  child  had  under¬ 
gone,  she,  by  way  of  atonement,  resolved  to 
make  this  appeal  to  her  own  child,  as  she  called 
the  supposed  Lady  Desmond,  on  behalf  of  her 
whose  rights  the  latter  had  usurped  ;  never 
dreaming,  in  her  primitive  simplicity,  of  tliat 
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justice  and  honourable  feeling  which  would 
prompt  a  disclosure  of  the  deceit. 

“  With  a  worth  of  character,  however,  beyond 
all  fortune,  her  ladyship  instantly  disclosed  the 
whole  story  to  her  supposed  father,  and  to  How¬ 
ard,  who  as  instantly  has  forwarded  it  to  you 
through  me.  The  nurse  has  produced  ample 
proofs  of  her  story,  and  now  what  is  to  be 
done 

For  some  minutes  I  was  speechless — lost  in 
an  ecstasy  of  thankfulness  and  surprise.  It  was 
not  the  sudden  possession  of  immense  wealth  ; — 
though  that  has  enough  of  noble  uses  to  make 
its  possession  as  great  a  blessing  to  a  w'ell- 
regulated  mind,  as  it  is  a  curse  to  a  feeble  one. 
But  it  was  the  turning  of  a  whole  life,  with  all 
its  warm  affections,  hopes,  and  prospects,  from 
darkness  into  light — the  sparing  me  from  a  fate 
too  dreadful  to  contemplate,  to  the  enjoyment 
of  one  blest  and  fortunate  indeed  ! 

Yet  how  little  had  I  deserved  this  change! 
I,  who  in  the  first  burst  of  the  storm  had 
basely  thought  of  deserting  the  helm  I  Never 
could  I  be  too  humbly  grateful  for  the  inter- 
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position  which  had  saved  me !  —  nay  more, 
which  had  brought  me  through  all  the  heart¬ 
rending  alternations  of  a  fate  so  varied  as  mine, 
that  I  might  the  more  acutely  estimate  and 
enjoy  the  brilliant  change  that  had  come  upon 
me.  My  heart  was  full  even  to  breaking, 
and  I  could  only  hold  out  my  hand  to  the 
warm  friend  before  me,  and  pour  out  my  soul 
in  tears. 

Nor,  when  Caustic  had  heard  the  sad  story  of 
n)y  father’s  cruel  destinies,  was  he  surprised  at 
my  emotion.  A  simple  course  was  now,  how¬ 
ever,  before  me  ;  and,  after  debating  the  point 
at  length,  we  agreed  that  the  secret  of  Sir  Mau¬ 
rice’s  narrative  should,  if  possible,  be  confined  to 
our  own  bosoms.  My  next  inquiry  was,  as  to 
how  far  my  cousin’s  candour  might  affect  her¬ 
self? 

She  is  now,  Caustic,”  said  I,  “  like  me, 
a  beggar.  Howard,  though  an  excellent  crea¬ 
ture,  is  not  without  his  fault,  and  that  is — ca¬ 
price.  Will  he  still,  think  you,  consider  their 
enffacement  as  binding  !  or  even  then  will  lie  re- 
main  faithful  to  her  in  heart?” 
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“  By  gosh  !  sir,  if  he  doesn’t,  I’ll  marry  her 
myself!”  exclaimed  Caustic,  slapping  his  hand 
upon  his  thigh,  with  an  excess  of  energy  that 
did  not  permit  him  to  inquire  how  far  this 
exchange  might  be  agreeable  to  the  lady  her¬ 
self. 

Smiling  at  his  characteristic  ardour,  I  ven¬ 
tured  to  hope  that  there  would  be  no  occasion 
to  test  his  kindness  of  heart  so  severely  as  to 
tempt  the  breaking  of  his  monastic  vows.  To 
which  he  gravely  replied,  with  eyes  still  flash¬ 
ing  with  excitement — 

“  I  hope  not,  sir  !  I  hope  not.  His  soul’s  too 
honourable.  I  devoutly  trust  there  will  be  no 
occasion — none  !”  As  if  the  marrying  one  of  the 
most  lovely  and  amiable  women  of  her  day,  had 
been  a  sacrifice  as  great  as  leaping  into  the 
gulf  of  the  Forum. 

On  communicating  the  change  in  Iier  fortune 
to  Kathleen,  she  received  the  intelligence  witii 
that  humble  thankfulness,  which  is  the  price¬ 
less  result  of  affliction  acting  on  a  sterling- 
heart — the  gold  of  the  mind  thrice  purified  by 
fire.  Her  first  proposal  was  to  share  her 
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wealth  with  hei*  to  whose  integrity  she  was  in¬ 
debted  for  it.  This  proposal  I  therefore 
made  to  Howard  ;  but  with  characteristic  can¬ 
dour  he  said,  “  No,  my  boy  !  the  generosity  of 
youth  has  overshot  the  mark  :  the  experience 
of  manhood,  however,  acknowledges  the  cost¬ 
liness  of  the  proposal.  Money  in  itself  is  dross; 
the  ability  to  dispense  it  is^  power,  the  power  of 
giving,  and,  therefore,  of  receiving  happiness  ; 
so  in  the  name  of  my  future  wife  I  accept  one 
half  of  what  you  offer  with  great  thankfulness, 
and  wish  you  every  joy  on  earth  with  the  re¬ 
mainder.” 

Nothing  could  have  more  delighted  either 
Caustic  or  myself  than  this  conduct  on  the  part 
of  Howard  ;  since  to  men  moving  in  the  whirl 
of  life  as  it  passes  among  the  titled  and  am¬ 
bitious,  the  sudden  abstraction  of  so  many  thou¬ 
sand  a  year  from  an  income  of  five-and-twenty, 
is  greatly  calculated  to  test  one’s  philosophy  ; 
more  especially  when  this  lot  falls  upon  a  man 
blessed  with  every  natural  capacity  for  getting- 
rid  of  an  annual  half  million,  without  feeling  at 
all  oppressed  by  the  exercise 
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My  first  act  in  this  altered  state  of  affairs  was 
to  send,  as  quickly  as  I  could,  some  intelligence 
of  what  had  happened  to  Sir  Maurice.  This,  how¬ 
ever,  was  noteasilydone  ;  for  though  hehadmade 
arrano-ements  with  his  steward  for  receiving  the 
sum  he  had  reserved  from  his  own  rental,  no 
possibility  of  tracing  out  his  retreat  was  left  to 
human  being.  In  all  probability,  therefore,  it 
was  from  the  public  papers  that  he  first  learnt 
what  had  occurred. 

Amid  all  these  changes  none  struck  us  more 
forcibly  by  its  results  than  the  perfect  bewil¬ 
derment  of  Lord  Desmond,  who  now  seemed  as 
if  iie  had  two  daughters,  and  now  as  if  he  had 
none.  That  respectable  denizen  of  the  farm¬ 
yard,  generally  distinguished  by  the  title  of  a 
hen,  when  she  suddenly  beholds  her  duck- 
legged  progeny  adopt  the  water,  seemed  to  be 
the  best  comparison  that  could  be  applied  to  liis 
lordship,  either  by  Howard,  Caustic,  or  my¬ 
self.  He  appeared  greatly  pleased  at  no  longer 
possessing  a  consumptive  daughter,  because — 
he  hinted — he  should  never  again  have  to  at¬ 
tempt  wintering  in  the  West  Indies,  where  the 
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memory  of  Yellow  Jack  was  anything  but 
grateful  to  his  prejudices. 

He  insisted  that  Kathleen  should,  though 
greatly  against  her  inclination,  adopt  her  new 
titles,  and  did  everything  in  his  power  to  op¬ 
pose  her  marriage  with  myself.  Nor,  though 
my  own  income  was  now  nearly  double  what 
the  gallant  captain’s  had  been,  did  I  feel  much 
surprised  at  being  thus  excepted  against,  by 
one,  whose  modest  sense  of  his  own  merits  had 
led  him  to  consider  even  a  Howard  unworthy 
to  call  him  “father-in-law.”  But  in  this  mat¬ 
ter  I  was  only  too  thankful  to  know  that  I  had 
the  lady  on  my  side,  and  his  lordship  was 
heartily  welcome  to  all  the  rest  of  the  argu¬ 
ment. 

Having,  therefore,  interposed  as  much  delay 
with  as  little  success  as  pos.sible,  he  was  reluc¬ 
tantly  forced  to  yield.  Caustic  and  his  lord- 
ship  at  length  crowned  all  the  joys  of  How¬ 
ard  and  myself,  by  giving  away  the  two 
brides  ;  to  which  the  doctor  added  many  jokes 
and  much  advice.  The  greatest  compliment 
that  I  received  in  my  matrimonial  estate,  came 
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also  from  the  same  quarter.  At  the  end  of 
six  months  spent  with  us  at  Desmond,  he 
stood  in  sudden  irresolution  on  the  steps  of  the 
carriage  waiting  to  carry  him  to  Dublin. 

“  What  is  the  matter  said  I. 

With  a  most  thoughtful  countenance  he 
slowly  dragged  one  hand  from  the  depth  of  his 
breeches  pocket,  and  then  hanging  his  head  on 
one  side,  observed,  “  By  gosh  !  I  begin  to 
doubt  the  .soundness  of  my  disbelief  in  happi¬ 
ness  !” 

“  What !”  said  I,  “  my  dear  friend,  have  I 
brought  you  to  that  at  last  ?  Thank  Heaven  ! 
It  would,  indeed,  be  a  shame  that  one  who  confers 
so  much  happiness  on  others,  should  never  taste 
it  himself.  Send  back  that  rumbling  rattle¬ 
trap,  and  strike  your  tent  here,  once  and  for 
aye  ;  there’s  plenty  of  room  for  both.” 

“  Sir,”  said  he,  most  energetically  turning 
round,  with  an  expression  of  Jierte  that  seems 
present  to  me  at  this  moment — “  Sir,  I’ll  see  you 

d - d  first ;  excuse  my  bad  French  !  But 

because  one  man  loves  another,  is  he  to  give  up 
his  own  independence?  Sir,  I  wouldn’t  live  at 
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rack  and  manger  with  the  king,  except  on  ser¬ 
vice  I — always  except  on  service.  No,  sir,  I  may, 
perhaps,  if  we  don’t  quarrel  beforehand,  look 
about  me  for  a  snug  tub  and  some  straw  in  your 
neio'hbourhood.” 

“  Egad !  then  I’ll  supply  it  you.  Castle 
Maurice  stands  empty,  and  so  for  me  it  ever 
will.  Yet  no  place  can  be  more  delightful  as  a 
residence ;  you’d  be  doing  a  real  kindness  to  me 
to  rent  that.” 

“  Rent  that  !  why  the  devil  don’t  ye  talk  to 
me  of  renting  Babylon  ?  I  may  rent  it,  and  en¬ 
gage  for  a  pack  of  hounds  in  the  moon,  but 
how  are  you  to  be  paid  ?” 

“Why  set  the  rent  yourself.  I’m  not  such 
an  unreasonable  creature  as  to  expect  you’ll  pay 
for  what  you  can’t  use.  A  peppercorn  rent 
is  the  thing  between  friendly  farmers;  but  for 
two  of  the  sons  of  Galen,  we  may  find 
something  more  appropriate.  Come  now.  I’ll 
hold  you  at  an  annual  cathartic,  provided 
always  that  you  take  the  part  of  swallow¬ 
ing  it  yourself,  or  find  a  deputy.” 

“  A  deputy  !  a  deputy  by  all  means  ;  Jew,  I 
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thank  thee  for  that  hint.  But  still,  sir,  that 
will  hardly  be  dose  enough  for  my  pride,  unless 
you  allow  me  to  add  to  it  a  few  drachmas 
auri  duri  et  argenti  puri.  Come  now,  I 
intended,  in  the  shameful  waste  and  profuse  mu¬ 
nificence  of  my  soul  to  go  to  a  decent  yearly 
-ental  for  my  tub,  and  if  you’re  fool  enough 
to  take  the  same  for  Castle  INIaurice,  whv  I’ll 
send  in  my  books  and  a  few  potatoes  inconti¬ 
nently.” 

“No,  I  cannot  take  that;  first,  because  a 
little  haggling  is  necessary  to  make  any  bar¬ 
gain  last ;  and  next,  because  I  do  not  like 
money  from  a  friend ;  take,  therefore,  whatever 
rent  you  intended  to  expend,  and  give  it  an¬ 
nually  to  the  poor,  or  lay  it  out  yearly  on  the 
premises.” 

“  Agreed  then,  agreed.  By  gosh  !  sir,  it  will 
make  a  fine  tub  after  all.  I’m  fond  of  long 
sweeps  of  rooms;  it  stirs  the  thoughts.  Oh  it’ll 
be  grand,  sir,  grand  !  I  hope  there  are  a  few 
ghosts  !” 

“  Bushels  of  them  !” 

“  That’s  right,  that’s  right  !  I  wouldn’t  give 
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a  fig  for  an  old  house  without  ghosts.  Some 
people  are  not  partial  to  them  ;  I  am.  Too 
much  solitude  is  not  good  for  a  man  of  seden¬ 
tary  habits ;  hobgoblins,  spectres,  witches,  and 
all  that  kith,  keep  a  man  alive  and  sharp  of  a 
cold  dark  night.  And  in  a  haunted  house, 
let  alone  a  regular  castle,  a  man  would  be  a 
most  eg^’egious  blockhead  to  want  society. 
Very  well,  then,  it’s  a  bargain.  And  now,  re¬ 
member,  sir,  when  you  mention  me  in  my  ab¬ 
sence,  more  especially  to  your  noble  father-in- 
law,  Lord  Fiddlefaddle,  let  us  have  none  of 
your  vulgar  familiarities,  such  as,  ‘that  mad 
doctor  of  mine,’  or  ‘  my  old  shipmate  Caustic,’ 
or  anything  of  that  sort.  But  watch  a 
favourable  moment  when  you  think  his  lord- 
ship  is  capable  of  entertaining  an  idea,  and  then 
make  mention,  as  Jack  Falstaff  says,  of  ‘an 
elderly  gentleman’  Anthony  Caustic  of  Cas¬ 
tle  Maurice,  M.D.  Think  of  that,  sir.  Tliere, 
God  bless  ye.  I  must  go  to  Dublin,  but  I’ll 
be  back  soon  to  take  possession.  Now  I  think 
of  it,  do  you  conceive  you  could  keep  a  secret  ? 
I  mean  from  your  wife 
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“  Why,  I  have  never  had  more  than  one 
hitherto,  but,  at  your  particular  request,  Fll  try 
another — what  is  it  ?” 

“  Why,”  taking  me  aside  with  unwonted 
solemnity,  “  there  is  a  woman — ” 

Now,  for  the  life  and  soul  of  me,  I  could 
not  here  help  a  slight  smile  from  tickling  the 
corners  of  my  mouth.  Whether  my  extraordin¬ 
ary  friend  saw  it,  I  know  not,  but  he  turned 
abruptly  round,  and  brushing  off  with — “  No, 
it’s  too  dangerous,”  jumped  into  the  chariot 
v/aiting  for  him,  and  made  the  postilions 
drive  rapidly  off.  I  often  afterwards  tried 
to  lead  him  back  to  the  same  point — “  there  is  a 
woman,”  as  if  there  were  but  one — and  find  out 
what  it  was  that  could  be  connected  with  this 
mysterious  “  woman  for  I  entertained  a 
strong  suspicion  that  his  mind  at  that  period 
was,  as  he  would  himself  have  expressed 
it,  somewhat  “  infected  with  the  matrimonial 
taint.” 

On  his  return  from  Dublin,  however,  he 
came  as  he  went,  alone ;  but  was  as  good  as 
his  word,  and  took  up  his  residence  in  what  he 
styled  “  the  big  tub.” 
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His  society  ever  proved  one  of  the  dearest 
blessings  with  which  relenting  Fortune  recom- 
pensed  the  sufferings  of  my  former  days.  In  the 
domestic  quiet  and  unambitious  joys  of  our 
little  circle  he  seemed  to  realise  many  of  his 
own  views.  By  the  aid  of  reading,  music, 
painting,  and  sport,  life  has  glided  from  us  like 
some  dear  dream,  bright  day,  or  crystal 
river.  Resolutely,  however,  abjuring  all  ap¬ 
proach  to  absenteeism,  there  has  alw'ays  been — 
alas  ! — sorrow  enough  in  our  neighbourhood, 
to  prevent  the  heart  from  growing  more  idle 
than  the  head. 

Amidst  even  this  overflow  of  happiness  some, 
cause  for  grief  was  to  be  expected  ;  and  that 
we  experienced  in  the  still  precarious  health  of 
the  noble-minded  Ida.  The  hereditary  scourge 
that  had  so  mercilessly  mowed  down  her  family 
has  ever  seemed  hourly  about  to  extend  its 
threatened  horrors  to  herself ;  and  these  have 
only  been  averted  by  constant  care,  and  a  life 
banished  to  a  warmer  and,  alas  !  a  distant  cli¬ 
mate  :  for  when  tlie  heart  owns  its  proper  love 
for  the  country  of  its  birth  and  yoLith,  no 
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foreign  beauty  can  reconcile  us  to  the  decree — 
There  shalt  thou  not  dwell  ! 

For  a  week  or  two  in  our  finest  summers  we 
have  occasionally  had  the  delight  of  reuniting 
at  Desmond  a  most  happy  party ;  but  every 
separation  has  brought  with  it,  strong  fear  that 
would  be  the  last. 

As  for  Howard,  he  was  obliged  to  leave 
the  service  for  his  trick  on  Sir  Ginger  Pop, 
but  was  soon  reinstated  —  again  of  course 
— and  offered  a  command.  This  he,  to  my 
great  surprise,  declined.  I  immediately  ac¬ 
cused  him  of  having  proved  the  truth  of  Lord 
St.  Vincent’s  assertion,  that  an  officer’s  marriage 
ruins  him  for  the  service.  “  Yet,”  added  I, 
“  it  could  hardly  have  been  expected  that  you 
would  so  soon  have  lost  your  ambition.” 

“  No,”  said  he,  “  you  are  wrong ;  I  no 
longer  choose  to  serve,  it  is  true  ;  not  from  a 
want  of  ambition,  but  an  excess  of  it.  Since 
the  death  of  immortal  Nelson,  there’s  nothing  to 
be  done  worth  doing.  Fortune  has  so  well 
taken  care  of  me.  I’ve  nothing  to  fight  for  but 
glory — and  this  now — plague  on  it  !  is  only 
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sold  out  in  such  small  paucels  as  do  not  tempt 
my  appetite.  A  pack  of  frigate  actions,  and  all 
that  sort  of  thing — no  hopes  of  a  Nile  or  a 
Trafalgar.  As  a  young  post-captain  I  got  as 
fair  a  share  of  those  matters  as  I  can  well 
expect ;  so  I  shall  inake  the  most  of  the  sun¬ 
shine,  and  take  care  of  my  wife  till  I  see  my 
name  on  the  admiral’s  list.  By  that  time  the 
enemy  may  have  gathered  head  again.  Then’ 
if  the  command  of  a  fleet  is  to  be  got,  see  if  I  try 
not  my  hand  at  making*  a  dish  for  history — 
and  his  blue  eyes  sparkled  like  an  Alexander’s. 
“  That,  however,”  he  added,  growing  calmer, 
“  must  be  many  years  hence.  Meantime,  the 
greatest  prize  that  1  intend  to  take  from  the 
French,  shall  be  the  best  cook  that  can  be  lured 
by  money,  and  a  taste  to  appreciate  his  labours. 
There’s  a  conclusion  for  a  hero.” 

I  could  not  help  smiling  at  this  charac¬ 
teristic  trait  in  the  gallant  voluptuary;  and, 
after  all,  it  would  not  greatly  have  shown  his 
wisdom,  with  all  the  enjoyments  of  existence 
about  him,  to  go  and  lose  an  arm  or  a  couple 
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of  legs,  perhaps,  to  take  a  rotten  old  bundle  of 
French  timbers  called  a  ship,  that  could  prove 
of  no  sort  of  use  to  him  when  obtained.  Still, 
having  seen  him  in  action,  and  knowing  that 
there  he  could  be  excelled  by  none,  a  momen¬ 
tary,  however  ridiculous,  regret  would  at  times 
steal  over  me,  to  think  that  these  abilities  were 
lying  idly  on  shore.  Abilities  to  do  what? 
—  shed  blood!  Strange  infatuation  of  our 
minds  !  Yet  are  we,  or  are  we  not,  to  hope  for 
that  degree  of  refinement  and  improvement, 
when  abilities  conducing  to  such  an  end  shall 
be  the  least  prized  of  all  ? 

Two  tvears  after  the  marriage  of  Kathleen 
and  myself.  Sir  Maurice  died  in  Italy;  but 
another  twelvemonth  had  elapsed  before  the 
intelligence  arrived. 

Often  did  I  think,  with  a  flushed  cheek  and 
throbbing  pulse,  of  the  mistaken  view  we  had 
all  taken  of  those  facts  which  so  nearly  led  us 
to  condemn  one,  who,  if  not,  directly  speaking, 
innocent,  was  at  least  not  guilty.  And 
when  in  discussing  the  merits  of  circumstantial 
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evidence,  Caustic  termed  it  “  shooting  men  in  the 
dark,”  I  felt  that  there  was  often  far  too  much 
truth  in  the  observation. 

It  was  long  before  I  could  bring  myself  to 
look  at  the  explanatory  memoranda  enclosed  to 
me  by  Sir  Maurice  in  his  letter  relative  to 
the  real  facts  of  the  case;  and  when  I  did,  I 
found  them  to  be  these. 

Sir  IVIaurice  had,  as  we  suspected,  so  far 
been  misled  by  false  notions  of  family  pride 
as  to  head  the  party  of  O’Donagh  lie’s  brother 
smugglers,  \\ ho  effected  Kathleen’s  abduction. 
Having  repaired  to  the  hut  of  his  wretched 
tenant,  he  gave  his  instructions  to  the  latter,  as 
to  how  Kalhleen  was  to  be  secreted  in  a  con¬ 
vent.  A  quarrel  arose  between  the  principal 
and  his  agent,  as  to  the  sum  of  money  that  Sir 
Maurice  was  to  pay.  Before  the  outrage  had 
been  carried  into  execution  Sir  Maurice  had 
offered  Donaghue  two  hundred  a  year,  provid¬ 
ed  he  should  prevent  the  return  of  Miss  O’Don- 
nel  to  Europe,  and  yet  produce  quarterly  testi¬ 
monials,  in  her  own  handwriting,  that  she  was 
well  treated.  When,  however,  Uonaghue  ima- 
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ginetl  the  baronet  to  have  so  far  committed 
himself  as  to  be  in  his  power,  instead  of  two 
lie  demanded  six  hundred  a  year.  Irritated 
by  some  language  that  escaped  the  scoundrel, 
Sir  Maurice  seized  his'sword  ;  the  other,  know¬ 
ing  it  was  a  better  weapon  than  his  own, 
snatched  it  out  of  his  landlord’s  hand.  In  so 
doing,  the  leathern  sword-knot  fell  off.  Sir 
Maurice  grasped  Donaghue’s  wretched  cutlass, 
but  they  had  barely  interchanged  blows  when 
the  poacher’s  daughter,  hearing  the  scuffle, 
snatched  up  in  the  dark  a  portion  of  Kath¬ 
leen’s  dress,  and  rushed  down  to  interpose. 

Sir  Maurice  at  once  lowered  his  sword-point, 
while  his  enraged  and  rascally  assailant,  think¬ 
ing  him  at  his  mercy,  gathered  all  his  immense 
strength  into  a  single  blow,  which  only  cleft  the 
skull  of  his  hapless  child.  This  brought  him 
too  late  to  his  senses.  They  carried  the  slaugh¬ 
tered  girl  up  stairs,  but  soon  saw  that  she  was 
killed ;  and  wrapping  her,  as  she  fell,  in  a 
blanket,  they  buried  her  as  quickly  as  possible. 

In  the  confusion  of  the  moment, —  never 
having  contemplated  such  an  event,  and  Sir 
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Maurice,  moreover,  conscious  of  no  guilt  in 
the  transaction,  carelessly  left  to  Donaghue  to 
obliterate  the  traces  of  what  had  happened. 
The  latter,  knowing  that  he  was  about  to  fly  the 
country,  contented  himself  with  placing  Kath¬ 
leen,  bound  and  senseless,  outside  the  door; 
which  he  then  barricadoed  from  within,  and 
climbed  through  the  chimney  vent. 

The  affection  he  had  once  felt  for  his  daughter 
he  seemed  so  far  to  have  transferred  to  Kathleen 
that  she  never  had  to  complain  of  any  want  of 
care,  beyond  her  imprisonment ;  while  Sir  Mau¬ 
rice  increased  his  allowance  from  two  to  three 
hundred  annually,  besides  the  expense  incurred 
for  Kathleen.  So  vicious,  however,  was  the  mind 
of  Donaghue,  and  so  attached  was  he  to  a  life 
of  plunder  and  dissolute  violence,  that  not  even 
this  handsome  competence  for  one  in  his  class 
could  deter  him  from  turning  pirate,  and  ful¬ 
filling  his  destiny  at  the  gallows. 

After  all  my  father  had  suffered,  I  never 
would  permit  myself  too  severely  to  dwell  on 
the  faults  of  his  character,  as  shown  in  these 
dark  and  tortuous  methods  of  repairing  a  ter- 
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rible  calamity.  Falsely-estimated  notions  of 
family  pride  had  led  him  thus  far  astray  ;  and 
I  only,  therefore,  resolved  to  gather  from  the 
irreversible  past  this  conviction, — that  there  is 
na  link  so  pure  or  so  desirable,  no  mode  of 
directing  those  who  are  most  dear  to  and  de¬ 
pendent  on  us,  so  unerring,  as  an  open  and 
unremitting  confidence.  Had  Sir  Maurice 
held  this  opinion  in  former  days,  what  misery 
might  it  not  have  turned  aside  from  both  of 
us  ! 

Severed  as  I  had  been  from  him,  still  I 
could  not  help  lamenting,  with  no  feigned  sor¬ 
row,  tliat  he  should  not  have  lived  to  see  and 
bless  the  tiny  representatives  of  his  honours 
which  Kathleen  has  so  liberally  bestowed  on 
me. 

However,  while  she  confines  her  gifts  within 
the  moderate  number  of  five-and-twenty,  I  have 
not  the  least  objection  to  such  patriarchal 
dignity  as  having  my  quiver  full  of  arrows. 
There  is  a  thousand  a  year  for  each  of  them, 
and  I  am  but  too  hap])y  to  possess  these  multi¬ 
plied  images  of  that  dearest  of  friends,  who,  if 
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once  the  cause  to  me  of  so  much  anguish,  has 
ever  since  remained  the  source  of  every  joy  ! 


Here,  gentle  reader,  ends  the  tale  of  The 
Naval  Surgeon.  Are  we  unfortunate?  From 
the  trials  and  successes  of  others  we  may  learn 
endurance,  and  gather  hope  for  our  own.  Are 
we  prosperous  ?  Let  us  be  reminded  by  the  un¬ 
provoked  sorrows  of  our  neighbours,  that  cala¬ 
mity  is  not  always  restricted  to  the  vicious  ! 
Do  we  suffer  under  unmerited  reproach  Pa¬ 
tience  and  innocence  will  brina:  us  through  at 
the  end.  Are  w'e  given  to  suspicion  and  a  san¬ 
guine  readiness  to  condemn  ?  There  is  no  cheat 
more  injurious  than  he  who  cheats  himself ; 
and  the  most  patient  investigator  may  be  misled 
even  by  facts. 

Here,  my  good  friends,  are  a  few  apothegms 
with  which  I  find  it  infinitely  more  easy  to  con¬ 
clude  my  story  than  to  rule  my  life.  But  I 
discover,  that  in  ])roportion  to  my  success  in  so 
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doing,  is  the  tranquillity  obtained  ;  and  if  you 
choose  to  work  the  same  problem,  you  will  in 
a  few  years  agree  with  me  that  something  is 
to  be  learnt  even  from  the  pages  of  a  novel. 
For  indeed,  if  these  be  pictures  of  life,  by  them 
we  gain  from  the  experience  of  others,  that 
which  as  yet  we  have  had  no  opportunity  of 
learning  from  our  own. 

What,  for  instance,  can  be  more  like  a 
novel  than  the  lives  of  such  men  as  Scott  and 
Byron  ?  yet  what  at  the  same  time  can  be  more 
melancholy  ? 

Should  we  not,  therefore,  have  altogether 
failed  in  realising  the  views  which  led  us  to 
adopt  “  a  tale  of  circumstantial  evidence,”  the 
subject  is  still  far  from  exhausted  ;  and  if  the 
same  may  be  said  of  thy  own  patience, — we  pro¬ 
pose  to  attempt  in  “  Paul  Perriwinkle”  a  pen¬ 
dant  to  the  “  Naval  Surgeon.” 

THE  END. 
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